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BRITISH RECLUSE: 
; OR THE 


Secret Hiſtory 
O F 
CLEO MAI R A, 


Suppoſed DE A p. 


A NOVEL 


Women are governd by a Fate ; 
Their Love's inſupera * as their Hate ! 
No Merit their Averſion can remove, 
Nor ill Requital can Mace their Love. 
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Britiſh RECLUSE. 


F all the Fojbles Youth and Inexpe- 
Y rience is liable to fall into, there is 
none, I think of more dangerous Con- 

0 ſequence, than too eaſily giving Credit 
N > to what we hear: It is always the 
Source of a thouſand Inadvertencies, 
and often leads the way to a numerous Train of de- 
ſtructive Paſſions: If we cou'd bring our ſelves to 
depend on nothing but what we had Proof for, 
what a world of Diſcontent ſhou'd we avoid! Hope 
and Fear wou'd then be buried in Certainty; and 
Love and Reſentment never be at Enmity with Reaſon. 
Whereas, by relying on Apprarances (and, perhaps, 
ſuch too, as are form'd only by our own Wiſhesand Ap- 
prehenſions) we, for a {2eming Good, embrace a real 
Evil, and run into Miſtakes, which, without the Ia- - 

terpoſition of a peculiar Providence, muſt be fatal 
to our Intereſt and Peace and Mind, in whatever Af- 
fair we ſuffer our Belief to be impoſed on. x 
LOVE! as it is one of the firſt Paſſions for whigh 
the Soul finds room, ſo it is alſo the molt eaſily de- 
f 9 ceiy d: 
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6 The BRITISH RECLUSE. 


. Ceiy'd: The good Opinion which it naturally inſpires, 
of the darling Object, makes it almoſt an [empoſſibiliry 
to ſuſpect his Honour and Sincerity ; and the Plea- 
fare which ariſes from a Self- aſſurance of the Truth 
of what we ſo eagerly deſire, is too great for a young 
Heart, unaccuſtom d to ſuch Struggles, to. repel. . 
But, the following little Hiſtory (which I can af- 
firm for Truth, having it from the Mouths of thoſe 

_ chiefly concerned in it) is a fad Example of what 
Miſeries may attend a Woman, who has no other 
Foundation for Belief in what her Lover ſays to her, 
8 the good Opinion her Paſſion made her conceive 
of him. 

BE LIND A, a young Lady of a conſiderable 
Fortune, in Warwickſhire, being oblig'd by ſome Bu- 
ſineſs to come to London, which ſhe bad never ſcen 
before, was recommended, by ſome of her Countr 
Acquaintance, to a Houſe where ſhe might od, 
The Pleaſantneſs of the Situation, and the good Com- 
pany ſhe found in it, gave her at once the Charms 

oth of the Town and Country; but being naturally 
of a reſervd Temper, and having ſomething in her 
Mind which ſeem'd to engroſs her Thoughts, ſhe 
grew not preſently acquainted with any body. And 
tho' ſhe obſcrved, that at every Meal, a Plate of what- 
ever came to Table was carry'd away, before any 
otlier Perſon was help'd, yet ſhe never had the Cu- 
rioſity to ask to whom it was {ent ; till one Day, 
ſome Gentlemen happening to dine there, who for- 
merly had been Boarders, they began to enquire, of 
the Gentiewoman of the Houſe, how the RecLuss 
did —if ſhe continued her Solitary Courſe of Life, — 
and if ſhe had yet been able to find out the Cauſe 
of her Retirement. To which the Landlady reply d, 
That ſhe was till in the ſame Mind, in which they 
left her; — and that to diſcover the 12 of her 
concealing herſelf, ſhe believ d an utter Impoſſibility. 
Indeed, (laid one of the Gentlemen) to know. the 
Certainty of ſuch an Affair, may be a little difficult, 

but 1 think it no hard Matter to form a very Lets | 
"Is B 
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The BRITISH RECLUSE. 7 
bable Conje&ure: In my Opinion, no Motive, but ill 
req uited Love, cou'd induce 3 (o young and 
beautiful, as you deſcribe this to be) to ſuch an ob- 
ſtinate and peeviſh Reſignation of all the Pleaſures of 
Life. I rather think (anſwer'd a young Lady who 
happen'd to be there) tis the Effects of Grief for the 
Death of ſome near and dear Relation; a Parent per- 
haps, or — How, Madam, (interrupted the other Gen- 
tleman haſtily!) produce me but an Example, fince 
the Fall of Adam, of ſuch a Conſtancy in Grief, and 
I ſhall willingly acquieſce to the Sentiments of ſo fine 
a Lady : But as I am poſitive you cannot, give me 
leave to ſay, it is not only impracticable, but alſo 
unnatural. Nor can I agree any more with my 
Friend's Notion of the Matter, than with your's. : 
All Kinds of Paſſion, every body knows, wear off 


with Time; and Love, of all others, as tis the gen- 


tleſt, and is ſubſiſted only by Delight, of courſe muſt 
die, when Delight isat an end. How then, can * 
be poſſible that a Woman, who has for a whole 
Twelvemonth liv'd in a Retirement, where ſhe nei- 
ther has ſeen any body, nor been ſeen, if it were ſo 
that Love was the Occaſion, ſhou'd not by this be 
wary both of the Cauſe and the Effet? No, no, 
(continu'd he laughing,) I rather think, my Landlady, 
to divert herſelf, and amuſe us, has form'd this Sto 
of a beautiful young Creature, whom, if the Trut 
were known, I dare ſwear is ſome wither'd Hag, 
aſt the Uſe of Pleaſures, and keeps herſelf in private, 
eſt her Countenance ſnhould terrify. Very well, (an- 
{wer'd the good old Gentlewoman) you may be as 
merry as you pleaſe with Age; but, Sir, I fancy if 
you cou'd have perſuaded me to have contriv'd ſome 
means for you to have come to the ſight of this 
Hag, as you call her, ſhe has Eyes, ich wou'd 
have convinc'd you, that there is a Power in Love, 


beyond what now you ſeem to imagine of that 
All Dinner, and ſome Time after, was paſt in this 


fort of Converſation; which, tho' Belinda had ws 
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83 The BRITISH RECLUSE. 
ſmall ſhare in, yet it faild not to excite her Curio- 
ſity to a Deſire of knowing as much as ſhe cou'd of 
this Adventure: And, as as the Company were 
gone, and ſhe had an * of entertaining the 
Landlady alone, ſhe took an Occaſion to enquire what 
fort of Woman the RecLuss, as they call'd her, 
really was, — how long ſhe had been there, and by 
what Manner inrroduc'd. I ſhall make no ſcruple 
(ſaid ſhe) of informing you as far as I am able; but 
the Account I can give is ſo ſmall, that it will only 
ſerve to encreaſe your Deſire of knowing more. 
About a Year paſt, being told a Lady in a Chair ask d 
to ſpeak with me, I went to the Door; but not 
knowing her, look'd a little ſurpris'd, fancying ſhe 
might be miſtaken. I believe ſhe gueſs'd what m 
Thoughts were ; and before I had Time to diſcloſe 
em, Madam, (ſaid ſhe) I have ſomething to com- 
municate to you, which I am not willing any Per- 
ſon ſhou'd be wirneſs to; and, if you are at leiſure, 
ſhou'd take it as a Favour if you wou'd give me an 
Opportunity of diſcourſing you. I then immediate- 
ly defir'd her to come into the Parlour; and the Door 
being ſhut, I am (reſum'd ſhe) an utter Stranger to 
you, and, indeed, defign to continue ſo to all the 
World : It was but by an Accident I heard of the 
Accommodation you have for Boarders; and gladly 
wou'd become one, if you approve of it on the Con- 
ditions I ſhall propoſe. They muſt be very ſtrange 
ones (anſwer'd I) that cou'd make me refuſe x 
Company of a Lady, ſuch as you appear to be: There 
are too many Charms in that Countenance, not to 
ive me an Ambition of a nearer Acquaiatance : I 
therefore, that you will put me out of the pain 
of believing there is a Poſſibility that any Thing cou'd 
oblige me to deny my ſelf that Honour. She re- 
turn'd this little Compliment only with a Bow, but 
which had ſomething in it of more graceful and ob- 
liging than any Words cou'd be: And after a Pauſe, - 
The Conditions I mean (ſaid ſhe) are only theſe ; 
Firſe, That you never will endeavour to know more 
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of me, than 1 am willing to reveal; — That you will. 


o- ſuffer no one to enter the Apartment order'd for me, 
of but the Servant who ſhall bring me in my Meat, (for 
re Iwill never dine at Table) and give that Attendance 
he which is neceſſary, And Laſily, That you will de 
at ſatisfy d to accept of a Quarter's Payment, of what- 
r, ever we ſhall agree on, always beforehand, for your 
* Security, in taking a Perſon ſo altogether unknown 
le to [you into your Houſe. I will give you (conti- 
it nu'd ſhe, perceiving I look d amaz d) Time to con- 
y fider on what I have ſaid, and in a Day or two, 
2 will wait on you for an Anſwer. As ſhe ſpoke theſe 


d Words, ſhe went haſtily into the Chair, leaving me 
t in as great a Conſter nation at her Behaviour, as ever 
e I remember myſelf to have been in at any Thing in 
y my whole Life. Belinda cou'd not here forbear in- 
© terrupting her, by asking a thouſand Queſkipns as to 
- her Dreſs, her Beauty, and whether ſhe oblery'd any 
- Thing of that Melancholy in her Countenance thefir 

4 Time, which ſhe had ſince diſcover d. To allwhich 
1 the Landlady reply'd, That the Surpriſe ſhe was in at 
. that Time, hinder'd her from taking much Notice, 
p either of her Garb, or Perſon; but that, ſince her 
) being in the Houſe, ſhe was always dreſsd rich but 
; 


extreamly careleſs, and wou'd often go with only her - 


Hair and a Night-gown for many Days together. 

But in ſpite (ſaid ſhe) of the little Care ſhe ſeems to 

take of herſelf, Heaven never form'd a Creature more 

ö exactly lovely; nor do think it poſſible for the niceſt 
| Eye to diſcover the leaſt Defect, either in her Face 
| or Shape, What is ſhe (reſumed Belinda) as to her 
Wit and Converſation? I have already told you (an- 
ſwer'd the other) that ſhe refuſes to let us know her 

Perfections that way, by never ſtirring from her 

Apartment, nor permitting any of us to come into 

it; but if we may form a 71 of her Genius, 

by the Entertainment which alone ſne ſeems to take 

delight in, that of read ng the Leſt Authors, we muit 

believe it to be very Elegant: She has an admirable 

Collection of Books; and my Maid, who waits 

| K 
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her, tells me, ſhe never goes in, without finding her 
engag' d in ſome one of them. Then you ventur:d 
(faid Belinda) to take her, without any further Know- 
ledge? I confider'd (reply'd ſhe) that there cou'd be 
no great hazard in it; and, beſides, there was ſome- 
thing ſo inexpreſſibly engaging in her Mien and Man- 
ner of Addreſs, that I believe it almoſt an Impoſſi- 
bility ſhe ſhould be refus'd any thing. This Account 
gave Belinda the greateſt De * — to be ae - 
uainted with her, and ſhe never left ſoliciting the Land- 
aa to uſe her Intereſt to procure it. The old Gen- 
tlewoman, who was extreamly good- humour d, pro- 
miſed to do her Endeavour; but ſaid withal, That ſhe 
was afraid it was a Work ſhe ſhould not be able to 
accompliſh. You muſt tell her, (ſaid Belinda,) and, 
Perhaps, with more Truth than you imagine, that 
np have a Perſon in your Houſe, who juſtly may 
term'd one of the moſt unfortunate on Earth; — 
that I am charm'd with her Manner of Life; — that 
I could like nothing ſo much as to partake ſuch a 
Retirement; — and, that if ſhe wou'd permit me 
ſometimes ro _ my Tears with hers, I wou't 
be fatisfy'd with the Opportunity of indulging my 
Grief, wirhout any farther Intruſion on her Secrets, 
than ſhe. ſhall give leave. This, (anſwer'd the Land- 
lady) if any Thing, will do. — And as you have ſo in- 
geniouſly contriv d the Plot, it muſt be entirely o- 
g to my Want of Ability in carrying it on, if it 
ſhou'd miſcarry: And (continued ſhe) I go about it 
with the more Courage, becauſe that reſery'd, and, 
indeed, too grave Look (for ſo young and fine a 
Lady) which you always wear, will, if ſhe conſents 
to 45 you, give ſome Credit to my Words. You 
need not, indeed, (reſum'd Belinda, with a deep Sigh) 
be under any Apptehenſions, that my Behaviour will 
be in the leaſt contradictory to whatever ſhall 
tell her of my Diſpoſition ro indulge a Melancholy, 
which I have but too much Reaſon for. Tou may 
talk after what manner you pleaſe, (laid the other). 
bur 1 am too well acquainted- with your Circani- 
8 — 12 ſtances, 
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The BRITISH RncLuUSE 11 
ances, not to know that you can have no real Cauſes 
for that Penſiveneſs, which, to deal freely with you, 
very much obicures the Luſtre of your Charms. I 
know not, indeed, (continu'd ſhe, with a Smile) 
what imaginary ones your Fancy may ſuggelt : 
Young People, too often, rake Pleaſure, as it were, 
in fiading out ſomething do afflict themſelves with: 
I am afraid you have ſeen ſome Gentleman too love- 
ly for your Repoſe; and, perhaps, he may be (for 
Love is a blind Deity) of a Quality above your Hopes, 
or of a Degree below your Diſcretion, to make choice 
of; — or, *tis poſſible, may have proy'd ungrateful ;— 
or, may be already married, — or engag d, or elſe 
She wou'd, doubtleſs, have run on with all the Cir- 
cumſtances that can make a young Woman in Love 
unhappy, if Belinda (a little too nearly rouch'd, put- 
ting on a more than ordinary Severity in her Coun- 
tenance) had not interrupted her, by ſaying, Madam, 
whatever the Occaſion of my Melancholy may be, I 
am fo much of the RecLuse's Mind, as to reſolve to 
keep it ſecret. Pardon me, (reſum'd the Landlady, 

' perceiving ſhe was nettled) my Words were meant 
no otherwiſe than to divert; and to make what Re- 
paration I can for the Inadvertency of them, will 
confeſs, that if a Perſon of your Age is too apt ro 
ſeek Occaſions of tormenting herſelf, one of mine is 
liable to as great a Fault, that of talking too much 
of Affairs which are not any way her Buſineſs. Some 
Company happening to come in, broke off the Coa- 
verſation. Belinda retir'd to her Chamber ; and the 
Landlady remain'd with her Head full of Contrivance, 
by what means ſhe ſhou'd bring about the Performance 
of her Promiſe. . 

The next Day an Opportunity offer'd very lucky 
for her Purpoſe: The RecLuse ſent for her to pa 
her ſome Money; and as ſoon as that Affair Was Nie 
patch'd, ſhe began to labour the Succeſs of the other, 
and was fo fortunate in her Negotiation, that as 
much averſe as ſhe found theR EELvsE at firſt, the 
Aſſurances ſhe gave her that Belinda s Deſire of her 
* e Society 
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Society ſprung only from .a Belief that there was 5 
Sympathy in Their Aion, at laſt prevail'd on her 
to receive a Viſit from her. Having obtain'd this 
Grant, the good old Gentlewoman, eager to acquit 
herſelf of the Promiſe ſhe had made, entreated that 
Belinda might have leave to wait on her that Night; 
to which the Rectuse, having permitted her 


coming at all, eaſily conſented. 


The Meeting of theſe two Ladies was 22 
particular for Perſons of the ſame Sex; each found, 
at firſt ſight, ſo much to admire in the other, that 
it kept both from ſpeaking for ſome Moments. The 
RecLuse conſidered Belinda, as indeed ſhe is, one 
of the mott lovely Perſons on earth; and Belinda 
found the Rxæclus E fo far beyond the Landlady's 
Deſcription, ſomething ſo majeſtick, and withal ſo 
{ſweet and attractive in her Air, — ſuch a Mixture ot 
the moſt forceful Fire, and moſt enchanting Softneſs 
in her Eyes, that ſhe became wholly loſt in ſpeech- 


' leſs Wonder; till the RE L vsz (Who, tho' as young 


as Belinda, was Miſtreſs of a much greater Preſence 
of Mind) broke filence in theſe Words: \ 

If, Madam, (faid ſhe, with a Voice and Accent no 
leſs charming than her Perſon) you are enough in 
love with Miſery, to wiſh to be Partaker of it with 
me, I heartily can bid you welcome to this Scene of 
Woe: But if your Griefs are of a nature that will 
admit Relief, the Society of a Wretch like me, will 
be far from adding to your Conſolation. To forget 
the Misfortunes I lament, (reply'd Belinda) wou'd be, 


N a greater Ill than any I yet have known 


is my Defire always to remember them ; and no- 
thing ſure can ſo well enable me to do it with pa- 


tience, as the Knowledge that ſo many excellent Qua- 


lities as you appear to be Miſtreſs of, cannot be ex- 


empted from Calamities. Alas! (refum'd the R- 


CLUSE, burſting into tears) tis the little Knowledge 


you have of me inclines you to ſo favourable an 


Opinion. Believe me, Madam, (continu'd ſhe, weep- 


ing Rill more) . acquainted with the Hiſto 4 
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of this Wretch, you ſee before you, you wou'd allow, 
that as none like me hes ever ſuffer d, ſo alſo none 
ever has like me deſerv'd to ſuffer. I believe, Ma- 
dam, (anſwer d Belinda) one of the greateſt Impoſſi 
bilities you can attempt, is, that of perſuading me, 
or, indeed, any body that ſees you, to that Opinion. 
Theſe little Civilities being over, they fell into a 
Converſation ſuitable to that Melancholly their Miſ- 
fortunes had involv'd them in; and they agreed 40 
ectly in their Sentiments concerning the Inſtabi- 
ity of all human Happineſs, —the little Confidence 
there was to be put in the Proteſtatiens of Friend- 
ſhip, —and that the only way to attain true Content, 
was in an * N * 2 Wart _ 
a Diſregard of ev ing in it; that when they 
| "ted, (as Belinda duch f. improper, to make — 
Viſit very long) it was with a mutual Satiſ- 
faction, and each began to conceive. for the other a 
Tens which has ever fince remain'd un- 
ſhaken. 3 
The next Day (being defired to do fo by the Ræ- 
-CLUSE) Belinda made her a ſecond Viſit; and after 
ſome Diſcourſe like what had paſs'd the Evening be- 
fore, the Converſation turn d, perhaps undeſignedl 
by either of them, on Love; but when once re, 
neither ſeem'd to grow weary of the Subject; and 
both ſpoke in ſo feeling a Manner, that if a third 
Perſon had been witneſs of what they ſaid, he need 
not have been very quick of Apprehenſion to diſco- 
ver what was the Source of both theſe Ladies Trou- 
bles. They ſat together till paſt Midnight; and when 
Belinda took her Leave, it was not without making 
an Appointment to paſs the next Evening as they 
had done this. pe 35 645 SHA 
As ſoon as Belinda was alone, ſhe began to run 
over in her Mind, all the Particulars of the Coaver- 
fation ſhe had with the RecLuse, and was now 
confirm'd in what ſhe before imagin d, that Love had 
been the fole Cauſe of her Retirement: She wou'd 
haye given almoſt one of her Eyes, to haye been let 
. | | Sebel, — 
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into the Secret of the whole Affair; but durſt not at- 
tempt to ask it, for fear of diſobliging her, if the 
RecLuse, who was little behind her in Curioſity, 
had not, at the next Viſit, purpoſely given her an 
I know not, Madam, (faid ſhe, ſoon after they 
were together) whether there be a Poſſibility for you 
to imagine from what Cauſe the Miſeries you ſee 
me in have proceeded ;. but I am half poſitive, that I 
can more than gueſs the Origin of that Melancholy 
which. induces you to ſupport the Society of a 
Wretch like me. I cannot dopbt, Madam, (reply'd 
Belinda, bluſhing, yer pleaſed ſhe had ſo favourable 2n 
Opportunity of ſpeaking her Mind without Offence): 
your Penetration in a much greater Matter; fince I, 
who have but little Diſcernment, and lefs Experience, 
have been bold enough in my Imagination, to aſſure 
myſelf that whatever the Effe#s may be, the Cauſe 


of both our Sorrows is the ſame. I am fo muchof 


your Mind, (refum'd the other) that I am willing 
to put it to the Tryal. Here (continu'd ſhe, taking 
Pens and Paper) do you write, and I will do the 

Ame; and by reading what each other have ſet down, 
both will avoid the Confuſion of ſpeaking firſt. 
Agreed, (ſaid Belinda) and immediately did as the 
RecLuse deſir d. On Exchange of the Papers, 
Belinda read in that which the RxcLuse had writ, 
Undone by Love, and the Ingratitude of faithleſs Man. 
And the RecLuse found in that which the other 
had writ, theſe Words, For ever loft to Peace by Love. 
and my own fond Belief. As I expected! cry'd they 
out both together. And after a little Pauſe, Not 
the Ills (rejoin'd the Rxcrusz) which Fortune 
watches to oppreſs us with, are half fo rvinous, ſo 
deſtructive, as this one Paſſion! Nothing, indeed, 
(reply'd Belinda, weeping): is to our Sex ſo fatal, O 
Love! (continued ſhe) thou gilded Poiſan, which. 
kills by flow degrees, and makes each Moment of 
our Life a, Death! Why, O why, do we ſuffer our 
Joud Heaths to harbour there? — Why are we not 

g =" "I p like 
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like Man, (reſum'd the RecLuse, bearing her Com- 
any in Tears) inconſtant, changing. and hunting after 
leaſure in every Shape? — Or, if our Sex, more 
pure, and more refin d. diſdains a Happineſs ſo groſs, 
why have we not Strength of Reaſon too, to enable 
us to. ſcorn what is no longer worthy our Efteem ? In 
theſe, and the like Exclamations, they paſt ſome Time; 
and had, doubtleſs, given a greater Looſe to the over- 
boiling Paſſions of their Souls, if their mutual Cu- 
rioſity to know each other's Adventures, had not ob- 
lig d them to leave off. 
The RecLusz wou'd fain have perſuaded Belin- 
da to relate her Story firſt ; but that Lady excus'd 
herſelf, in Terms fo obliging, and full of Reſpe&, 
that the other cou'd not preſs her any farther, and 
only faid, I ſhou'd hardly be prevail'd on to a Re- 
ciral of- thoſe Misfortynes which, indeed, have fallen 
on me bur too juſtly, fill by knowing yours I ſhou'd 
have Hope to find Excuſe; but, as I am confident no 
Woes wereever like mine, I have Good-nature enough 
to acquaint you with em firſt, to the End that t 
Knowledge of mine may make your own ſeem leſs, 
and enable you with more Eaſe to the Relation of 
them. Belinda anſwer'd her only with a Bow, and 
a little ſhaking of her Head, at once to thank her 
for her Civility, and ſhew that ſhe thought it impoſ- 
fible for any Affliction to extend that which ſhe en- 
dur'd: And the Recruss, after having paid a Tri- 
bute of Sighs, which the Remembrance of her Miſ- 
fortunes always exacted from her, began to ſatisfy 
her Companion's Impatience in theſe Words: 


The Story of CLEOMIR A. 


O make you perfectly comprehend the Truth 
of my Affairs, (ſaid ſhe) I muſt acquaint you 
of what Condition my Parents were: Though their 


Names I ſhall beg leave to conceal, leſt by declaring to 


any one that ſo deſervedly unhappy a Creature is their 


Child, I ſhow diſturb the ſacred Quit of their Aſs. 
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She could not ſpeak this without burſting into a Tor- 
rent of Tears, which, for ſome Moments, hindered 
her from proceeding: But as foon as ſhe had a little 
repell'd the Violence of her Grief, You muſt know 
rer ſhe) that my Father was a younger 
ranch of a Family which boaſts a Place among the 
Prime of the Nobility; and my Mother was deſcend- 
ed from Anceſtors whoſe noble Actions merited Ti- 
tles, though they wore none, but that of being the 
beſt and moſt ancient of the Geatry. They had 
both been from their Infancy accuſtom'd to a Court, 
and - had Spirits far above their Circumſtances, 
which made them unable to endure the Thoughts 
either of a Retirement, or appearing in Publick with 
an Equipage any way inferior to what thoſe of the 
ame Rank maintain d. Thus was I, who was their 
only Child, bred up in all the Pomp and Pride of 
Quality ; and great part of what ſhould have been re- 
ſerved for my Fortune, ſpent in my Education, and 
laviſned on thoſe unneceſſary Ornaments and Ex- 
pences, which all young Girls, who are fond of 
making a Shew, affect. I was not much above 
Thirteen when my Father died: His Loſs was fo 
real a Grief to my Mother, that for a long Time ſhe 
remained inconſolable, nor did her former Gaiety ' 
ever return, Inſtead of entertaining any Thoughts 
of a ſecond Marriage, ſhe tranſplanted all the Ten - 
derneſs ſhe had born my Father on me; and the 
Conſideration how improbable it was for her to 
match me according to my Birth, or the Expecta - 
tions I had been bred to, (my Father being able to 
leave me no more than three thouſand Pounds) eve- 
ry day encreaſed her Affliction: Nor were theſe 
Reflections unaccompanied with Fears, that my 
Youth, and ſome Attractions which her Love made 
her fancy ſhe ſaw about me, might draw on Temp- 
tations to the diſadvantage of my Reputation; ſhe 
therefore reſolved on the ſudden to quit the Court, as 
aà Place too dangerous for a young Woman to con- 
dinue in, who had not a Fortune ſufficient to entitle 


; i 
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her to the honourable. Affections of the Great, and 
too much Pride to liſten to the Solicitations of the 
inferior Sort who frequented it. That the leſs No- 
tice might be taken of the Change of her Humour, 
ſne pretended an * ion, and that the London : 
Air did not agree with her; and in a ſhort time took 
a Houſe about fix Miles diſtant from it. This was 
like preſent Death to me: But all I cou'd fay was of 
no effect; the more — I appear d to ſtay, the 
more ſhe thought it needful I ſhould go; and the 
paſſionate Fondneſs I expreſs'd for the Town Diver- 
fions, and Diſdain of a Country Life, confirm'd: her, 
that it was abſolutely neceſſary at once to prevent the 
Dangers ſhe imagin'd threaten'd me, and repel the 
Growth of that Ambition which ſhe found had al- 
ready taken too deep a Root in my youthful Heart. 
In fine, we went: And this ſo ſudden, and diſagree- 
able an Alteration in my Manner of Living, gave me 
a Shock which I know not how to expreſs. My 
Mother, entirely throwing off the fine Lady, began 
to practiſe the meer Country Gentlewoman, and used 
her utmoſt Endeavours to make me do ſo too. She 
was continually telling me, that my Fortune, join d 
with all ſhe cou'd be able to do for me, cou'd entitle - 
me to no greater Hopes. — That it was time for me 
to learn to play the good Houſewife, and forget that 
there ever were ſuch Things as Balls, Plays, Maſque- 
rades, or Aſſemblies. All this, which was really the 
Effect of her Prudence, I look d 9 as Whimſy ; and 
the Reſtraint ſhe laid me under, of not viſiting, or be- 
ing viſited by any Perſons, whom fhe cou'd have the 
leaſt Apprehenſion of, I conſidered as an Affront to 
my Underſtanding. I am oblig'd (ſaid ſhe, my dear 
Belinda) to enter into theſe Particulars, becauſe this 
ſudden Change from all the Liberties in the World, 
to the moſt ſtrict Confinement, is all the Excuſe I. 
can make for my ill Condnct.— But why (continu'd; 
ſhe, after a Pauſe) ſhou'd I alledge that for my Vin- 
dication, which Time, perhaps, and Conſideration, 
might have made eaſy to me, if a more fatal Enemy 
= to 


= 
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to my Repoſt, as well as my Intereft, my Honour, and 


my Virtue, had not made it more hateful to me. 


Here was her Specch a ſecond time interrupted. by 
her tem ous Grief; and Belinda was forc'd to 
make uſe of all the Arguments ſhe was Miſtreſs of, 
to perſuade her to Moderation. | | 

At laſt, getting leave to reſume her Diſcourſe, One 
Day, ({aid ſhe) one fatal Day, — wou'd to God it had 
been the laſt of my Life, as it was of my Repoſe, 
two Ladies came to viſit my Mother; and ſpeaking 
ot 2 magnificent Ball that Night at Court, teld her 
they were come on purpoſe toentreat her to permit 
me to accompany them. By the Account I have 
given, you may judge how little probability there 
was ſhe ſnou d conſent; but whether ſhe was really 
overcome by their Reaſons, or only yielded ro their 
Perſuaſions, being Perſons ſhe very much eſteem'd, I 
know not: but when | leaſt expected ir, ſhe order d 
me to make myſelf ready to wait on them. . Never 


Was any Priſoner, who long had languiſld in a 


geon, more rejoic'd to ſee the open Air, than E 


to find myſelf once more in Court, where every body 


welcom'd-me, every bedy careſsd me, and, indeed, 
F believe, ſome of them with a good deal of Since- 
rity : For not being of a Quality great enough to 
create Envy, nor ſo mean as to eget Contempt, and 
tolerably well humour'd; I am ſenfible there were 
many whoſe kind Wiſhes I heartily poſſeſs'd. I had 


my Admirers too; at leaſt, there were ſeveral youn 


Sparks, and thoſe not of the loweſt Rank, who too 
pleaſure in making me believe ſo, Not that m 
Heart was any way affected with what they faid, 
though I had Vanity enough to encourage it: Love 
was a Paſſion I had ſo little Notion of, that I conſi- 
der d it no more than as a Fiction, and only dreſs'd 


up by the Poets in ſuch Vatiety of Shapes, to make 


the Amuſement more entertaining. But this, alas! 
was the unlucky Hour in which I was to be con- 
vinc'd of the real Being of that Power I ſo ſlighily 


Lad regarded; and ſoon learn d to pity, by my en. 


chaſe 
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thoſe Pains which, with an unregarding Ear, I often 
had heard others mourn. | 
About the middle of the Ball, as I was dancing 
with a young Nobleman, who had done me the ho- 
nour to take me out, I ſaw, on a ſudden, the Eyes 
of the whole —_ turn'd towards the Door; 
bur, being too buſily engag'd in what I was about, 
had not Time to conſider what the Meaning might 
be, till having ended my Dance, and it being my turn 
to take a Partner, a y of my Acquaintance whiſ- 
per'd me, and ſaid, There's the fine young Lord 
(I will not call him by any other Name than that 
of Lyſander.) He is lately (continued my Friend) 
come from his Travels, and but this moment enter d; 
it will be an envy'd rr if you lead him out. 
While ſhe was ſpeaking, I directed my Eyes where 
J perceiv'd ſhe look'd, and ſaw a Form which ap- 
pear'd more than Man, and nothing inferior to thoſe 
dea's we conceive of Angels: His Air! his Shape * 
his Face! were more than human! — Myciads of 
light'ning Glories darted from his Eyes, as he caſt 
them round the Room, yet temper'd with ſuch a 
ſtreaming Sweetneſs, ſuch a deſcending Softneſs, as 
ſeem d to entreat the Admiration be commanded A 
thouſand times have I attempted fince to ſpeak hat 
'twas I felt at this firſt fatal Interview y; but Words 
could never do juſtice to the Wonders of his Charms, 
or half deſcribe the Effect they wrought on me: Oh! 
had his Soul been worthy of that lovely, that tranſ⸗- 
8 Outſide, I ſhould have been too bleſt, been 
happy to as ſuperlative a degree, as now I am cars'd 
and wretched: But not to tire you with unavailing 
Wiſhes, or as fruitleſs Exclamations, I Lov'd . was 
plung'd in a wild Sea of Paſſion, before I had Time 
to know, or ſtem the Danger! I had ſo many diſor- 
der'd Motions in my Heart, that I am amaz'd my 
Feet kept any juſt Meaſure with the Muſick; or 
that, ſo little uſed as I had ever been to diſguiſe my 
Thoughts, my Eyes did not betray the Confuſion of 
my Soul, he” make viſible to the whole * 
3 e 
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what I was not yet acquainted with myſelf: But 
whether the great Concourſe of much finer Ladies 
who were there, hinder'd me from being much re- 
garded, or thoſe Changes which, I am very ſure, ap- 
pear'd in my Countenance, were only taken for the 
Effects of Baſbfulneſs in dancing with a Perſona who 
was altogether a Stranger, I cannot tell; but I ſcap'd 
that Raillery, which 1 muſt have expected to have 
met with, if any bedy had been ſenſible of the true 
State of my Condition. When I had done dancing, 
I mingled with thoſe Ladies who came with me, 
and ſome others of my. Acquaintance: Lyſander ſoon 
Join'd us, and enter'd into a Converſation, which 
ſhew'd his Wit was, if poſſible, ſuperior to his 
Beauty: He was perfectly well bred, obliging and. 
gallant, and had ſomething of I know not what pe- 
culiarly graceful and enchanting in his Voice and. 
Manner of Addreſs; and what added to his other En- 
gagements, at leaſt endear d them to my (already 
doating) Heart, was, that though he ſaid nothing in 
particular to me at that Time, yet I could eaſily diſ- 


cern he aim d at pleaſing only me. But he behavd . 


himſelf not in ſo general a Manner the whole Night: 
A little after, perceiving I was ſeparated a good 
diſtance from the Perſons I had been with, he came 
up to me, and making a low Bow, Madam, (laid 
he) how. fortunate am I, who after having been in 
many Courts where I have ſeen Ladies who juſtly 
may be call'd beautiful, and fince my Return home 
have met with nothing that could bring me into 
pod humour with my Native Country, have nom 
the Bleſſing of beholding a Face, which not only 
ſums up all the different Lovelineſſes of other Char- 
mers, but has alſo an immenſely divine Treaſure of 
its own /—— Others may move the Heart by ſlow de- 
grees, and with ſome one Perfection captivate the 
Senſe; but you have Graces which ſtrike the ver 
Soul, and at firſt fight ſubdue each Faculty! Bluſh 
not, fair Excellence! (continued he, finding I was 
fileat, as indeed I had no power to ſpeak) I tell a 


_ 
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but the Senſe of all Mankind ; — but what Millions 
of Tongues are full of, and what your happy Glais, 
as often as you look in it, informs you. If, my 
Lord, (reply'd I, recollecting wy as well as I was 
able) there were a Poſſibility of being unacquainted 
with my own Defects, ſo good-natur'd a Compli- 
ment might give me Graces which before I wanted : 
Bur as I have the misfortune of knowing myſelf but 
too well, all the advantage I can gain by it, is the 
Honour of being in the Company of a Perſon whoſe 
Wit can find ſomething to praiſe in thoſe the leaſt 
praiſe-worthy. O moſt Angelick, (reſum'd he, 
tenderly preſſing my unreſiſting Hand) moſt adora- 
ble of your Sex! rob not the brighteſt Temple of 
the Deity, your Divine Self, of your juſt Due, — 
If (but that's impoſſible) you can diſtruſt the Force 
of your too potent Charms, the Effects they have on 
me will quickly tell E what they are: Could thoſe 
inſpiring Eyes but look into my Soul, they would 
perceive their Power. Pardon this Declaration: A 
vulgar Paſſion, and for a vulgar Object, may wait 
on the dull Formalities of Decorum; but what I feel 
for you, burſts out and blazes too fierce to be 
conceal d. It is not to be expreſs'd, it is not 
to be imagin'd, how he look'd while he was ſpeaking 
. theſe Words, and much leſs in what manner I be- 
. haved at hearing them: Surpriſe, and Joy, and Hope, 
and Fear, and Shame, at once aſſaulted me, and hur- 
ried my wild Spirits with ſuch vehemence, that had 
I anſwer'd at all, it muſt have been ſomething 
ſtrangely incoherent ; bur, happily for me, ſome Com- 
pany came that inſtaat to the Place where we were 
ſtanding, and delivered me from the greateſt per- 
plexity I could be in. I did not, however, recover 
. myſelf the whole Time of my being there; yet, ſo 
much was I infatuated, fo Joſt to all thought of 
| Reaſon or Diſcretion, that whenever he approach'd 
me, I had not Courage to avoid him, as I might ea- 
ſily haye done, without being taken notice of. It is 


ſure, he took all Opportunities of entertaining me 
in 
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in the manner he had begun, and without doubt, as 
he has ſince own'd to me, he ſaw enough in my 
Eyes to make him know the Pleaſure I took in 
hearing him ſpeak, far exceeded my Confuſion at 
what he ſaid. | | 3 
= — almoſt Morni ——— Ball broke up; 
there being no poſſibility of my going home 
till next Day, I paſs'd that Time at the Lady's Houſe 
who brought me out: Bur, though the Fatigue and 
Hurry of the Night would at another Seaſon have 
made me glad of Reſt, I had nom enough to keep 
me waking: Ly/ander's Charms, his Beauty, his Wit, 
the Declaration he had made me, and the Manner in 
which I had received it, gave me ſufficient Matter of 
Reflection: I could not think 1 had liſten'd to any 
'Proteftations of Love, from a Man I had never ſeen 
before, without an inexpreſſible ſhock to my Mo- 
deſty; but theſe Conſiderations ſoon gave place to 
others even more deſtructive to my Peace. Lyſander 
Was too lovely, and appear d too deſerving, tor me 
to repent, for any long time, the Complaiſance I 
had ſhew'd him; and my greateſt Trouble was the 
Fear that I ſhould never fee him more. I reſolv d 
to ſay nothing to my Mother of what had 2 g 
believing with Reaſon enough, that ſhe would not 
b condertin me for Miſmanagement, but alſo take 
ſuch Meaſures as ſhould for ever deprive me of the 
Sight of him : Love taught me a Cunning which be- 
fore I was a Stranger to; and though I burn'd with 
Deſire to be talking ſomething of my ador'd Han- 
der, and vent ſome part of the Overflowings of my 
raviſh'd Soul, yer 1 ſo well diſſembled, that at my 
return home, I never mention'd the leaſt Sylable 
which could give Suſpicion; and contented myſelf, 
as well as I was able, with the Belief that Lyſander 
(who, I tound by his calling me by my Name, had 
enquired- who 1 was) would find ſore Means to 
ſend ro me. Nor did that Hope deceive me: The 


very. next Day, happening to be at a Window, 1 
perceiyd a Fellow walking backwards and 2 + 
wards. 
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wars before our Houſe: It preſently came into my 
Head, that there was a probability he might be a 
Meſſenger from Lyſander. I obſerved his Motions a 
while, and finding he ſtill lurk'd about, with 
is Eyes continually fix d on our Door, I made a 
Pretence to go down; and ſtanding there a little, 
the Man drew nearer, but with a Circumſpection 
which confixrm'd me my Conjectures were true. 
No body being within hearing, I called to him, 
and asked him if he wanted any thing. Madam, 
(anſwered he ſoftly, and pulling 4 Letter out of his 
Pocket) by the Deſcription which was given me, I 
believe this isdefigned to you. It is, it is, (cried I, 
as ſoon as I ſaw the Superſcription) and immediate- 
ly ran in, too much tranſported to ſay any more. I 
t into an Arbor in the Garden, to peruſe the dear 
Contents, which I very well remember, and. are 
too deeply cngraven in my Mind, ever to be for- 


To the divine CLEOMIRA, 

F. the moſt adorable Cleomira wanted prove - 
Fra Dominion of her Charms, beſides the inf $4 
they have to reign over the Souls of all ind, this 
had come to convince her of a Truth, which Yeſterday 
ſhe ſeem d ſo cruelly to doubt. But you are too Divine 
10 be ignorant of your Attributes; and, if there i: 2 
Thing in jon, which is not of a piece with Heaven, it ies 
that you are not ſuffcent'y fored with Mercy to look fa- 
vourabiy on a Man who no other Merit than his 
Zeal, It is with an inconceivable Terror I look back on 
that Declaration, which the Force of the moſt violent 
Paſſion that ever was, obliged me to make, in ſo impo- 
lite and unprepared a Manner; and tremble when I con- 2 
ſider how much Reaſon you have to condemn the Pre- 
ſumption of this. But, if as many Tears of humble 
faithful Services as Fate has allotted for my Life, may + 
Purchaſe a Pardon for the Sin of my Temerity, I devote 


4 them 
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them entirely to you; — Henceforth rule my every Word 
and Action. Ihad almoſt ſaid my every Wiſh: But, Oh ! 
that is not in your power, waſt as it is ! for contd you. 
command me to ceaſe burning with impatient Deſires to 
obtain the Bleſſing of pleaſmg 1 I freely own, I could 
not, — nay, I would not, in that, obey os: — In ſpite, 
even of yourſelf, I muſt for ever Love, —— for ever 
Worſhip you ! — Permit me then to owe to your Boun- 
ty, what elſe my own Obſtinacy will give me, the 


Title of, be 5 124d: Ohh Lb 
4 35.0 Moſt excellent Cleomira's 
Trlrueſt and Everlaſting Votary. 


tripe (continued the Rx- 


©, © There was 2 


eLvusE) in which d oy ſtrenuouſly 
for an Anſwer; the Words of which I do not very 


well remember: And, indeed it is needleſs to have 
troubled you with this, or many others of the — 
Nature; but as there are ſome of his Letters, whic 
in the Courſe of my Story, I ſhall be obliged to re- 
peat, I thought it proper to let you ſee the mighty 
difference berwixt Hoping and Poſſeſſing; to what an 
elevated height the Wings of Fancy ſoar, while in 
"Purſuit; and how low, how faint, and drooping is 
their Flight, when there is nothing farther to be ob- 
tiained? 1 will not pretend to tell you what my Tranſ- 
ports were while BD reading; if, as you canfeſs, 
you really know the Power of Love, your own Heart 
will make you comprehend what it was mine felt, 
much more than any Words could do. I was almoſt 
diſtracted for fear the Meſſenger ſhould be gone, and 


I have no Opportunity to ſend-an Anſwer : But he 
was better inſtructed by his Maſter; and when I 
open'd the Door, he preſently ſtarted out from be- 
hind, a great Tree that grew before the Houſe, I 

made a Sign to him that he ſhould ſtay, and went to 
my Chamber to write: I durſt not allow Time for 

| | Thovghr, 
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Thought, left auy Interruption ſhould happen ; and 
2 — of my wee 7 a 
tranſported Paſſion, returned an Anſwer: in 
Words: | 


, 


To the noble LYSAN BER. 


FF Cledmira were” half ſo worrby Adoration 4. Ly- 

finder ul) is, ſhe might; without any Diffieu 2 
bi brought” to belle ve all von ſay to her: but, as Tam 
ite I have nd other Grates than thoſe your Fancy 
is pleaſed to beſtow” on me, you cannot blame me, if T 
am a little diffideht of the Continuance of a Paſſion [0 
wenkly grounded. ſhall not, however, deſire you to 
defift giving me any farther Teſtimonies of it; becauſe, 


as yon ſay, while you art poſſeſid of it; Entreaties of. 


that kind would bt altogether unavailing. I think my- 


ſelf extremely obliged to you for the Caution with whith: 


your Letter whs"deliveted;” and if you favour me with, 


will bc of the greateſt Conſequonce to rh Peace of | 
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Notwithſtanding the Violence of my Paſſion, there 
were ſome Inter vals in which I endured ſevere Up- 
braidings from my Modeſty, for engaging thus pre- 
cipitately in a Love- Affair; but they laſted not long. 
and at every Return grew weaker than before: - 
ſander's Idea would ſuffer nothing but itſelf to have 
any Prevalence in my Soul; and rhe Glory, methought. 

appeating amfable in his Eyes, was more Happi- 


neſs than all the World beſides could give. 


The next Morning, almoſt the firſt Perſon I faw, 
was the Meſſenger again, walking as he had done 
the Day before: I made no doubt bur he had another 
Billet for me, and the firſt Moment I had an Oppor- 
tunity, went down to receive it. — 3 


* II. | B 


any more, hope you will make aſe of the ame, which 


—_— 
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for as ſoon as I had opened the Door, he ſlipp'd a Pa- 
per into my Hand, and retired to his Covert quick 
as Lightning. The Words of this were; 


To my adord CLEOMIRA, 


22 much was I miſiaken while I believed it im- 
poſſible there was a Charm more touching than 

Wit and Beauty: Your Goodneſs raviſhes beyond both!— 
The Brightneſs of your Eyes inflame the Heart; — the 
Harmony of your Voice enchants the Ear; — bat 
this divine Sweetneſs of your Nature diffuſes Heaven, 
and gives Raptures which Angels only, and the happier 
Man whom Cleomira favours, can be bleſi'd with! 
Say, with what Words, thou wonderous Abſiratt of Per- 
fedtion ! thou lovelieſt, — wiſeſt, — beſt of all created 
Beings ! ſhall I repay a Condeſcenſion ſo unhoped, — un- 
merited! To be permitted to adore you, is Extaſy too 
great to bear in Silence! — O give my impetuous 
Tranſports leave to vent themſelves ! — let me beneath 
your Feet declare the mighty Senſe I have of ſo unva- 
lued an Obligation !—let, on that happy Earth you tread 
on, my humble Body avow the lower Profiration of my 
devoted Soul, andnever riſe,till by ſome Arguments for- 
cible as my Paſſion, I have convinc d you with how 
much Truth, Purity, and everlaſting Zeal, I am your 
Slave! I have not been ſoſparing of my Enquiries, as 
not to know it will be almoſt impoſſible to obtain the 
Bleſſing I entreat at your Houſe; but if you can think 

2 other, where wich Convenience I may be fa vour d, 
, the ſame unequalled excellence of Diſpoſution, which 

has already done ſuch Miracles for me, incline you to let 

me know it by the Bearer : As alſoif you will feaſt my 

longing Eyes with a tranſient View from your Window, 

as I paſs by to-morrow Morning on borſeback; Tho 

your Idea has never been abſent from my Soul, ſmce 
the firſt Moment I beheld you, yet my impatient Seuſe 

reproaches me that I have liv'd theſe two long Days, 

without endeavouring at leaſt à greater Pr * r 

Feli- 
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elicity, and teftifying by all the Ways I am able, bow 
—_” I am 7 — — deify'd Cleomiras 


Eternally Devoted 
and moſt Paſſionate 
LysanDen; 


Any body but me, would have been too much 
alarmed at the reading theſe Lines, to have return d 
any Anſwer, unleſs it were ſuch a one as ſhould have 
entirely taken away thoſe Hopes my former Com- 
plaiſance had inſpired. The boldneſs of defiring me 
to appoint a Meeting was ſo great, as all the fine 
Things he ſaid to me could not attone for; and was 
ſufficient to have taught me, how dangerous it was 
to make any Condeſcenſions of this kind to a Man 
I had fo little Knowledge of: To another, I fay, ' 
this might have been a timely Warning; but, alas? 
1 was fo blinded with my Paſſion, that I could think 
of nothing but which way I ſhould gratify it; and 
without any Struggles from that Baſhfulneſs which © 
till now had never forſook me, writ him a Reply 
in this manner. N 


To the worthy LY SANDER. 


HE Gratitude you expreſs for that, perhaps, tos 
great Compliance you have found in me, is ——— 
obliging : For I would much rat ſhould impute it 
to any thing, than to that Vanity, which too often in- 
fluences a Woman of my Age, to encourage Addreſſes 
her Heart is uo way "nm with; and, though it 
appear too free a Declaration, I am ſo little acquainted 
with diſguiſing the Truth, that I cannot for bear telling 
Jou, it is to your Merits alone you are indebted for the 


Liberty of a Correſpondence, which you are pleas to 


think agreeable. Your Information, that it is impoſſible 
1 B 2 . fer 
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for me to receive the honour you would do me at our 
Houſe, has not deceivad vou; and I muſt. alſo let you 
know I am. too ſtrictly confined: to promiſe it at any 
other. I muſt therefore leave it intirely to Fortune, 
to procure me an farther Pli in your Converſa- 
tion than what your Letters 752 : But in the mean 
time, ſhall" not fail. being at the Window that overlooks 
the Road, in the hope of ſeeing a Perſon, whoſe Regard 
Hall always be moſt valuable to 


CLEOMIRA, 


When I' had ſent this away, I feigned myſelf a 
little ĩndiſpoſed, to avoid the neceſſity of Talking; 
for Speech was now become a Pain, ſince I durſt 
not employ it in the Praiſe of my adored Lyſander. 
I paſſed the whole Day, and good part of the Night, 
in contemplating the Happineſe I ſhould enjoy next 
Morning; and it could be called ſcarce Dawn when 
I got up. and took my. Poſt'at the appointed Window, 
whence I believe it would have been impoſſible for 
any Thing ta have removed me. My Mother was 
no: ſooner aut of Bed than ſne enquired after my Health; 
her Tenderneſs making her doubt the Diſorder I com- 
plained of : was-increaſed, becauſe I had not been in 

er Chamber, as it was my Cuſtom every Morning, 
to intreat her Bleſſing: And being told where I 
was, came in to me, not a little ſurpriſed to find me 
in a Room, which, by reaſon of the great Duſt of 
the Highway, was very ſeldom made uſe of, and 
the leaſt pleaſant of any in the Houſe. She did not 
faik:to ask the Cauſe of my being there; and I told 
her, That.not being-very well, I hoped ſome Benefir 
from the Air, whieh I thought blew freſher on that 
ſide of the Houſe, than on the other. She could 
have no Suſpicion of the Truth, and this Excuſe 
paſsd-well enough. Breakfaſt being ready, ſhe ſent 
a Servant to me; but I not being prevailed on 
to come, ſhe ordered it ſhould be brought where I. 
was. This vexed me to the heart; for I was not 
Willing that any body, much lefs that ſhe 9 be - * 


KO SS ROSS Y 
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bow I return'd it; but, doubtleſs, witha Confy 
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Witneſs of this Interview, tho at ſuch a diſtance, 
with Lyſander. I knew flie had diſcerning Eyes 
and fear'd ſhe might difcover more than I wiſh'd 
ſhe ſhou'd, in one or both of our Faces. I refus'd 
to drink Tea, ſcarce ſpoke, or if I did, it was fo 
peeviſhly and unmannerly, that I am amaz'd ſhe did 
not leave me in a Rage to indulge my ill Humour : 
But ſhe, taking my Behaviour for the Effect of Va- 
pours, continued to footh me by a thouſand endear- 
ing Expreſſions, which were wholly loſt upon me: 
I had no Eyes, no Ears, no Heart open for any 
thing but Lyſander. At length he came, and with a 
Mien and Air, ſo ſoft, ſo ſweet, ſo graceful, that 
Painters might have copy'd an Adonis from him, fit, 
indeed, to charm the Queen of Beauty. He was 


dreſs d ina ſtrait Jockey-Coar of Green Velvet richly 


embroider d at the Seams with Silver; the Buttons 
were Brilliants, neatly ſer in the Faſhion of Roſes ; 


his Hair, which is as black as Jet, was ty'd with a 


een Ribband, but not ſo ſtraitly but that à thouſand 


little Ringlets ſtray d o'er his lovely Cheeks, and wan- 


ton'd in the Air; a crimſon Feather in his Hat, fer 
off to vaſt advantage the dazzling: Whitenels of his 
Skin. In fine, he was all over Charms! — all over 

lorious! and I believe it impoſſible for the moſt In- 


ſenſible to have behe'd him without edoring him! — 


What then became of me? — O God! how fruitleſs 


. wou'd any Endeavours be to repreſent what twas I 
_ felt! Tranſported !— Raviſh'd !— I wonder the 
violent Emotions of my Soul did not bear my Body 


out of the Window! — O wou'd it had been Jo, 
that Love and Life might then have had an end, 


and *ſcap'd the Woes which both have ſince endur d! 


The great Trampling which the Horſes made (for 


he had four Servants in rich Liveries, and gallantly 


mounted, attending him,) obligd my Mother to ri 


| from der Chair, to ſee what it was that oceaſion dit. 
| She came to the Window the Moment that Lyſandr 


was making me a profound Reverenee; 1hknow not 
ſion 
ſuirable 


B3 


N 


| —— lately enjoy d: I perceiv'd the Secret I had taken fo 
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ſuitable to what I felt within, and which was but 
too viſible to my Mother's Obſervation: For after he 
was paſs d by, and my Eyes were purſuing him as 
far as I was able, ſhe rouzed me from the enchanting 
Dream I had been in, by pulling me by the Sleeve 
from the Window, and looking earneſtly in my Face, 
as tho' ſhe wou'd penetrate into my Soul, bad me 
tell her who that Gentleman was. I know not, | 
Madam, (anſwered I, with a Voice which ſufficient- 
ly diſcovered the Inſincerity of my Words.) I am 
afraid (ſaid ſhe, changing her Countenance to more 
Severity than ever I had ſeen her wear, ) you knoõẽ-w 
him but too well: Acquaint me therefore this Mo- 
ment with the Truth; where, when, and how often 
you have ſeen him. I cou'd not immediately gather 
Courage to make any Reply to this Command; and, 
when I aſſured her, as I truly might, that I had never 
ſeen him, but at the Ball; ſhe was fo far from giving 
Credit to what I ſaid, that ſhe flew into the greate 
Paſſion I had ever ſeen her in: And after ſhe had a 
little vented it in ſome Exclamations on the Follies 
of Love, and Diſobedifnce to Parents, left me alone 
to meditate on her Words. n 
This was a dreadful Alloy to the Pleafure I had 


much pains, and fancy'd myſelf fo artful! in conceal- 
ing, was, by my own Inadvertency, diſcover'd.— I 
cou'd not reflect on the Indignation of a Mother, 
who, bating the Reſtraint ſhe laid me under, I had 
\ reaſon to think a moſt affectionate one, without a 
. Concern very near Remorſe, for doing any thing to 
occaſion it. But when I reflected on the Injuſtice ſhe 
did me, (for ſo my Love taught me to conſider it,) 
in condemning my Admiration of a Perſon ſo every 
way deſerving as Lyſander appear d to be, I regretted 
nothing but the Power ſhe had over me, leſt ſhe 
. ſhould exert it yet more, and deprive me of any fu- 
ture Means of ſeeing him. I had been happy never 
to have been more deceiv'd than I was in my Con- 
jecture, that ſhe wou'd take all poſſible Precaution to 


- 


4 
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prevent my having any Converſation with a Perſon 
whom ſhe ſo juſtly believed dangerous. 

I had not paſt many Hours in contemplating the 
Misfortunes 1 fancied myfelf in, before an old Wo- 
man (formerly my Governeſs, and now a fort of 
Overſeer in the Family) came into the Room, and 
took upon her to reprove me, in Terms I could not 
well ſupport. On my giving her ſome tart Replies, 
ſhe told me, That ſhe had Orders from my Mother 
to confine me to my Chamber, till I had learned the 
Leſſon of Humiliation. I was forced to obey; and, 
indeed, was well enough contented to be any where, 
to avoid the hearing of ſuch Sermons: All that I 
thought an Affliction was, that it would be impoſſible 
for me to receive or anſwer any Letters from Hſan- 
der; and, it was only on this account that I paſſed 
three Days of my Confinement in mortal Inquietudes: 
On the fourth, I ſaw the Mercury to my Fove, moun'= 
ed on a little Heap of Rubbiſh that the Gardener 


had thrown out, and peeping over the Wall. The 
poor Fellow, as I ſince underſtood, hac been every 


, 


one of thoſe Days watching about the Houle; hut 
not being able to ger a ſight of me, either at the 


Door, or Windows, he at laſt came round that way, —— © | 


The Appearance of this Man made me almoſt mad : 
till caſting in my Mind, if there were not a Poſſibi- 
lity of giving him notice of my Condition, Invention 
furniſhed me with this: 1 opened the Window, and 
thruſting myſelf out as far as I could, made a Sign to 
him that he ſhould tarry a little where he was; then 
taking a Piece of Paper, writ it in theſe Words: 


' I Know who you come from; and ther F your 
[ Buſmeſs — Let your Lord know I NN ge, 
Conſine ment imaginable on his account. — I fear 


gh 


will be impoſſible for me to continue the happineſs 


Correſpondence with him. It will be to no purpoſe for 


you to ſtay,' or return any more on the Deſign you are 
(ſent on; Gar if you 2 rakiy notice of, rho 
"worſe Ujage, if poſſible, than what I now endure. © 


B4 CLEOMIRA; 
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1 pulled a Lead out of the Sleeve of my Gown, 
and wrapping it up in this Paper, to give it weighr, 
made a ſhift to hurl it to the Place where he cquld 
reach it. He took a Letter out of his Pocket, and 

eld up to ſhew me, making ſeveral Motions; by 
which I underſtood he was charged to give it me; 
but by ſhaking my Head, and putting my Handker- 
chief to my Eyes, I teſtified the inSolfbilicy of his 
eine ty and part of the Concern I was in. I fay, 
but part; for after he was gone, and I began to re- 

| HeRt, that indeed I never ſhould be able to ſee Ly- 
. Jander more, no Tongue can expreſs the Emorions of 
my Soul. For many Days 1 did nothing but weep, 
and that in ſo violent a manner, that the Servants, 
whom iny Morher ſent in to wait on me, appre- 
hended I ſhould fall into Fits. This, when it was 
told her, gave ſo conſiderable an alarm to her Ten- 
derneſs, that it half — her Anger; and, when 

J leaſt expected it, ſhe ordered I ſhould came\down 

into the Parlour; and receiving me with her uſa: 

1 1 Lou — —— enough (faid the <=; 
the Imprrgence of contracting an Acquaintance with- 
ee approbation; but Xo, ſhall forget it, at leaſt 
0 far as never to reproach you with ir, ſo I wou' 
have you remember it enough to make you avoid, 
„for the future, any Faults of the like nature. And, 
to convince me that there is nothing farther between 

ydu and this Gentleman, than what you would have 

me believe, you muſt reſume that Chearfulneſs which 

is becoming _ Youth, and the little Cauſe you yet 

have met with to be'otherwiſe. My Hegrt was too 

full to ſuffer” me to make any other Reply to theſe 

. Words than a low Curt'ſey; but when I bad-gather'd 
Courage enough to ſpeak, Iendeavour'd to aſſure her, 
that my Melancholy proceeded from no other Cauſe, 

than being on a ſudden depriy'd-of all thoſe Diyer- 

ſions I had ever been accuſtom'd' ra; but that, ſince 

. it was her pleaſure, I would uſe my ut moſt Efforts 

to make it caſy to me. She ſecm'd ſatisfy d with 

what I faid 5 and, pei haps, belicying ſhe had * 


with her wherever ſhe went: | 
- viſit ſeveral Relations, and a great many acquaintance, 
' whoſe Society I formerly took delight in: Bur, alas! 
this nom could afford no Comfort to m IE | 


viſited frequently at our Houſe; and my Mother al 


to take 
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little too. ſevere, from. that nung 290% 11 renn 


carried me to 


Heart; it rather encreafed than diminiſhed the angui 


of my ſecret Diſcontent; and fince I could not. { 
Lyſander, I could havabeen better pleaſed to have: 

no body. There was no poflibility of conveying. a 
Letter to him; I knew not where to direct; or if 
I had, notwithſtanding the Privileges my Mother now 


allowed me, the ſcarce ever truſted me out of her 


fight. Thus, for two Months, did I languiſh out 


my Nights in fruitleſs Wiſhes, and my Days in the 


molt tormenting (of all) Employments, that of be- 
ing obliged to wear a teeming Gaiety, when all by 
Soul was full of Horror and Diſtraction. In;thi 
Time a new Family came into the; Neighbourhood; 


they ſoon made an Acquaintance with ours; and my 


ther was ſo well pleaſed with the Breeding 
and Gravity, of the Maſter and Miſtreſs of it, that 
ſhe entered-into an Intimacy with them much ſooner 
than was her Cuſtom to do with any body. They 


em, th 


ways made me accompany her to return t | 
much againſt my Inclination: for, as I have alre 
told you, my own Thoughts, unquiet as they were; 
gave me more Satisfaction than any Company's but 
Ly/andey could beſtow, Both the Man and the Wo- 
man ſeemed wonderfully charmed with me; took 
all Occaſions of complimenting me; and Mrs, Marvir 
(for that was the Name they were called by) woule 
often endeavour to engage me in particular Conver- 
ſation; which I, as carefully as I could, without be- 
ing rude, avoided: Till one Day, ſhe. began s little 
kind of Raillery on my affecting a Demureneſs in 
my Behaviour, which (ſhe ſaid) ſhe was ſure was 
not in my Nature. My Mother, who was willing 
ll Opportunities of perſuading me to Chear- 
fulneſs, join d with her 1 this 
5 


e 
rween 
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ween them both I was pretty much put to it (ſo 
'inwardly perplexed as I was) to ke any De. 
fence; which, by the aukwardneſs of it, diſcovered 
that I had, indeed, ſomething at my Heart which 
clouded the Gaiety of my Looks. I am afraid (ſaid 
Mrs. Marvir to my Mother) that your Daughter is 
in love: T warrant if we ſhould ſearch her Cham- 
ber, we. ſhould find a Number of amorous Books, 


and Epiſtles of the fame nature. I never had that 


Curioſity, (replied my Mother ;) but I hope ſhe would 
receive none of the latter without my knowledge; 
and 1 have taken care to inſtil ſuch Principles in ber 
Mind, as will not let her be over- fond of the other. 
Will you give me leave to ſearch? (reſumed ſhe, laugh- 
ing.) Yes, with all my heart, (anſwered I, glad to 


put an end to this Diſcourſe.) I waited on her up 


Stairs; where, after ſhe had a little look'd about her, 
and praiſed the Pleaſantneſs of the Chamber, havin 
a full Proſpect of the Garden, I told you (fajd he) 
that I ſhould find ſomething here more tender than 
— would have the World be ſenfible of. I dare 
wear (continued ſhe, taking a Letter from my Toilet, 
and giving it to me) the Contents of this may juſtly 
de called amorous. I had no ſooner caſt my Eyes 
on the Direction, than I knew the Hand to be Ly- 
anders: The Conſternation I was in may, be more 
eafily imagined than exprefs'd: I had not power to 
break the Seal, but continu'd looking ſometimes on 
her, ſometimes on the Table, and ſometimes on 
the Letter, as wondring by what means it had been 
convey; there. Ceaſe your Surpriſe, (reſumed ſhe:) 
It was no other who laid the Letter on your Toilet 
than ſhe who took ir off, and delivered it to your 
Hand, and ſhe Who you need make no ſcruple to 
confide in, fince your Lyſander, your adoring, dying : 
Tyſander, has thought me worthy of the Truſt of 
bearing you his Soul, his Vows, and everlaſting Faith. 
1 will make ſome excuſe (continu'd fhe) for kg 
Jau above, that you may have time both to read 
this and return an Anſwer, which E have cngig'e to 
£7 I 1 . ing 
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bring him. I cou'd not get leave from my_Aftoniſh- 


ment to make any Reply to what ſhe ſaid; but when 
ſhe was gone, had my Senſes enough about me to 
lock the Door, and then fed my impatient and tranſ- 
ported Wiſhes with theſe Lines. 


To my Soul's only Treaſure, the Ado- 
frable CLEOMIRA, 


Zo eaſily might be ſpar d the Stings, — the Scor- 
pions, — thene ver- dying Fires, and all the fancy a 
Tortures which Prieſts invent to ride the frighted World, 
if any of thoſe Soul-enſlavers knew what it was to 
e like me] Abſence from Cleomira is 4 Hell which all 
their labour d Policy wants Skill to paint ! Mithin my 
burning Breaſt ten thouſand real Furies rage, and tear 
me with Variety of Anguiſh! Mad with Deſire, and 
wing d with daring Hopes, ſometimes I cou d tear down 
the envious Walls, and baffle all Impediments which 
hold you from me! — Sometimes, deſpairing, chill'd 
with deadly Horror, I fancy you regardleſs of my Wae, 
and eaſy under this Reſtraint ! — One Moment imagine 
I ſee 4 favour'd Rival bak in your Smiles, gaze on 


your Eyes in happy tranquil Pleaſure, and kiſs that 


Hand, which, but to touch, I wou'd forgo my Life ! — 
The next, diſtracted, think I behold you dragg'd by # 
cruel Mother to ſome deteſied Choice your Soul abhors ! 
Then ſoften into more than Female Daren and weep 
for you and for myſelf ! — O Cleomira! all the Names 
of Miſery, of Woe, of 421 inſupportable, are poor to 
what, indeed, my Soul es for you! — My Paſſion, 
and my Pains, are, like your Charms, unutterable! and 
only can be felt !— This Age of Abſence has been ſpent . 
in nothing but Contrivances to ſhorten it, till theſe good 


People, whoſe Fidelity you may rely on, were ſo fortu- 


nate to get into your Acquaintance. O then, thou 
deareſt, bref, lovelieſt of thy Sex ! indulge the fond 
Deſign, and let them not be leſs regarded by you, now 


Jou know they are the Inſtruments by which you 7 
receive the Teſtimonies of a Paſſion too ſublim e 
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To the moſt Excellent Lrsanoun. 


0 U pains the Moes of Love in ſo extravagant 4 
mamer, that one had need be more than o Anarth 
ible of that Paſſion,” to be able to give any cre 
dit to 4 Deſeription 7 far beyond what is commonly 
conceiv'd of it. I am afraid Ly finder is #00 well ac- 
250 5 with his Perſectioni, not to know the E 555 
muſt. produce, and but feigns to feel what he a 
e of inſpirin 1 Were Treally poſſeſs'dof as 55 
powerful Wit wou'd dreſs me. 1 
in. you — a thouſand ere diverting your 
Thoughts :  Buſoneſs,\—V ariety of Ob pu Fs ay 


—4 need not tel; vou the R os 
Soul at readin tue b 15 


bave nothing o do but to indulge a Paſſion, which in 
the Beginning ſeems deletgble. — The Dawn, indeed, 
promiſes ten thouſand future Foys 3 ; — what the Meri- 


dian will be, is wholly in your 'Faith and Honour to be 


provid. — But, I have þ implicite 4 Dependance on 
both, that 1 will make no ſcruple to confeſs the Tyanſ. 
port of hearing from you again, Þ "is more than Recom- 


pence fer all thoſe 227255 Je have ſo perfectly re- 


eſented in yours Þ, I hope, "will, be no more 
the Porto 2 and which, 1 hope. "will re, 
Your CLzoMra. 
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1 bag, fiſt E. Went gown: to the 
1 4 050 d. 9 an Opportunity, unper- 
ceiveg, to Nip it ipto. Mrs, Mar vir Hand. Scaree 


Day paſß d after this without my secqwinga Letter. 
Site ene e or her. A e e 1 
will not trouble you with the Repetition of they, 


being of eo Fin pu a n Story, ag 
would draw. it. into. a Eength tog tedigas for your 
Patience. By thoſe, you, have, heard, von May guels 
the Pyrport of the ref; 10 thall gulß tell you, that 
every one of his grew wore preſing,for a 
nent of my Affection, apd, mine ſill, more com- 
Ppiying. I paſſed my Wye contentedly, enough, tho 
not ſo happily, as I wiſhed: The continual: aſſarances 
he gave me of his Paſligg, and.the bopes that through 
theſe. Peoples Means 1 ſhould. ſoo enjg the bleſt 
ing of his Preſence, were Cordials, 1 to 
keep a Loye l-{s ardent than mige alive. Aud, 
indeed, I had no great exerciſe for my Paticncez. 
Lyſander was too eager, and his Agents tao induſtri- 
us, to permit me to grow cool in my. Deſires, or 
imagine him to be ſo. IR 7 

One Evening, my Mother and I being invited 
to ſup at Marvir's Houſe, while he engaged her in 
a ſerious Diſcourſe, his Wife took, me inta. the Gar- 
den. The Tranſports of my beating, Heart informed 
me to whar End I, was brought there, before ſhe 
had time to tell me that Ly/ander waited. my ap+ 
proach in the-Arbour. But, when I came near enough 
ro ſee him, no Confuſion ſure was ever equal to 
mine: — The Reflection that this was but the 
third Time I had ſeen him, — but the ſecand in 
which I had an Opportunity, to ſpeak, to him; - 
the Condeſcenſions of my Letters; — and that 
Which I now gave of meeting him, came all ax 
once into my Head, and I was ready to fink: with, 
Shame. But neyer did any Yotaryapproach the Image 
of the Saint he worſhipped with more humility and 
awful Reverence than Lyſander me: He fell at my 


Feet, embraced my Nest. and kiſß d 3 
ä wi 
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with ſuch a render Tranſport, — ſuch an enchanting 
Mixture of Delight and Fear, as one would think no 
falſe Love could feign, and was impoſſible to behold 
unmoved: My Spirits were in too violent an Agita- 
tion to ſuffer me to raiſe him from the Poſture he 
was in, till gaining Confidence to do it himſelf, and 
interpreting my Diſorders in his favour, he took me 
in his Arms, all bluſhing, — trembling, and incapa- 
ble of Defence; and laying his Head upon my panting 
Boſom, ſeemed to breathe out all his Soul in fervent 
Tenderneſs. He held me thus ſome Moments be- 
fore I knew what I was doing; and when, at laſt, 
I truggled to get free, ir was ſo faintly, that he 
might eaſily perceive the Liberties he had taken were 
not unpardonable. I looked for Mrs. Marvir, deſign- 
ing to upbraid her for the Boldneſs her Gueſt had 
been guilty of; but ſhe was gone, and the Re- 
proaches I made him were ſuch as did not diſcou- 
rage him from a Repetition of his Crime.\ In 
ſhort, all the Time of our being together (which I 
believe was above an Hour) was paſt in nothin 
but offending, and forgiving. I found by my! 
that Love is a Paſſion that diſdains Reſtraint, and 
thought ir unjuſt to be angry at almoſt any thing 
the Force of it might influence him to commit. 
To go about to tell you what he faid, — jn what 
Manner he look'd, — and with what Graces every 
Thing hedid, and ſpoke, were accompanied, would. 
be to wrong him; for no Words, no Accents, no 
* Motions but his own, can give you a juſt Idea of 
his Perfe@ions. Never was any ſo form'd to 
charm, and to betray ! — Never was ſuch foul Des» 
ceit, Hypocriſy, and Villany, couched in ſuch ſeeming. 
Sweerneſs, Softneſs, and Sincerity, — Heaven! with 
what a counterfeited Vehemence has he exclaim'd., 
againſt the Inconſtancy of his Sex. With what 
an App-arance of Sanity and Truth has he invo- 
ked the Saints and Angels to be Witneſſes of his. 
Vows! when, laviſh of them, he has a thouſand; 
—— thouſand Times proteſted, that Cleomira ſhould 
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ever be more dear to him than Life! O! record em, 
all ye bleſſed Spirits, and in the laſt great Day, when 
I alone can hope for Juſtice, bring em in dreadful 
Teſtimony againſt him, and force his black, his le- 
prous Soul to own Conviction! | 

Here the Remembrances of ſome mo_ made 
this unhappy Lady, wholly unable to- proſecute her 
Diſcourſe ; and all that Belinda could ſay ro mitigare 
the Rage of Temper ſhe was rais'd to, prov'd of 
no Effect, till a Shower of new-returning Tears in 
part allay'd the Tempeſt. When ſhe was a little come 
ro herſelf, After this, (reſum'd ſhe) I had many 
Opportunities, by Mrs. Marvir's Contrivance, of in- 
dulging my fond Wiſhes in Ly/ander's preſence ; and 
ſo zealous was he in making me believe the Paſſion 
he pretended was fincere, that in thoſe Days, when 
there was no other Way to ſee me, he would come 
diſguis'd, and walk before the Houſe till I bad' taken 
notice of him: Then by ſome Motion diſcover who 
he was, and teli me by his Eyes a thouſand tender 
Things; nor ſtir from the Place, till by my with- 
drawing myſelf he knew it was improper he ſhould 
ſtay any longer. I cannot bur fay, fierce as my 
Paſſion was before, this uncommon Aſſiduity of his 
made a vaſt Addition to it; and I thought it the 
greateſt Hardſhip in the World that I could not have 
the Freedom of converſing with him, without all 
this Difficulty on both fides. Mrs. Marvir, who 
kept continual Watch over my Humour, took this 
Advantage of my Diſcontent, and whenever we 
were alone, endeavour'd to heighten it: She was als 
ways repreſenting the Injuſtice my Mother did me, 
in debarring me from all thoſe Liberties young La- 
dies in this 8 are permitted to enjoy; and 
made uſe of all her Cunning to convince me, that 
thoſe Reſtrictions were laid upon me, only to wean 
me by degrees from the Pleaſures of the World, 
that I might be the more willing to accept of a 
Husband, who, ſhe tod me, my Mother had pro- 
vided for me: By what I can gueſs. from her — 
E. 5 | coun 


F ad 


40 - The BRITISnRRZCUUsE. 


cou ſe, (ſaid ſhe) you. are to be married to a Coun- 
try Geatleman, and that in ſo ſhort. a Time, as will 
amaze you. She {poke this in ſuch a Manner, as gave 
me uo Suſpicion of the Truth; and recollecting 
much my Mother had labour d to perſuade me into 
a good Opinion ef a Country Lite, was aflur'd in 
my Mind that ſhe had really ſome body in View, 
to whom ſhe deſigu d to facrifice me; and tis im- 
poſſible to repreſent the Perplexity this Belief, in- 
volvd me in, If. any fuch Thing happen, Madam, 
(ſaid I) hews ſhould. F avoid it? F know not, (an- 
ſwer d this wicked Woman, having brought me to 
the Point ſhe aim d at) unleſs, by chuſing a Guardian, 
501 entirely diveſt your Mother of the Power of 
diſpoſing of you. She ſaid no more at this Time, 
becauſe my Mother happen d to come into the 
Room but Whenever they had an Opportunity, it 
was with ſuch like Speeches, both ſhe and her Huſ- 
band entertain d me; till at laſt, the Fears: of what 
they infus d into my Imagination, — the Hopes of 
ena ing my belov d Liberty, and my infinitely 
more belovd Lyſander's Company uncontrel'd., 
made me reſolve to do as they advisd. I could 
think of no Perſon ſo proper for me to make choice 
of far * —_— 2 2 himſelf. It was not 
very di to perſuade to, it. (it being the 
anly thing he wanted) tho' at firſt he ſeemed 
averſe. Every thing being concluded on, one Mor- 
ning; before my Mother was. out on Bed, I left her 
-Houſe, aud went to: Marvir's; whence immediately 
-took- Coach with him for London; and by electing 
bim according to Law, put it out of her Power to 
oblige me to return. Her Behaviour, on the firſt 
Knowledge of what I had done, was all Diſtraction; 
ſhe: fell into Fits, rav d, came to Marvir's Houſe, 
and without any d to that Decorum ſhe was 
us d fo ſtrictly to obſerve, loudly. exclaim'd againſt 
their Treachery, and my Ingratitude and Di | 
ence. I had not aſſurance to appear before her ; 
and they: (having gain d their End) could: * 
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the Brunt of her Upbraidipgs. Iu a few days. we 
remov'd to London, and I Was out of the Fear af 
meeting her; but her Tenderneſs ſaqn getting the 
better of her Indignation, ſhe ſent a Letter to me, 
ſull of Perſuaſions, in the moſt endearing Terms, 
to return to her again. I had the Coprage to write 
to her, tho' I had not to {ce her, and return d an An- 
ſwer of Excuſes for the Meaſures I had taken; bur 
told her it was wholly owing to that unreaſonable 
Reſtraint ſhe had laid me under; - that I aban- 
don'd her, only in purſuit of that innocent Liberty, 
which all Perions of my Age were deſirous of en- 
joying; and that I never would make. uſe of, it to 
the Diſadvantage of my Reputation, or the Diſho- 
nour of my Family; and that in all material Affairs 
of Lite, tho? I had choſe a Guardian, I would do no- 
thing without conſulting her. This was far from 
being any Satisfaction tô her; ſhe writ me ſevexal 
Letters, ſometimes entreating, ſometimes command 
ing and threatning; and engag d all thoſe Relations 
who were near engugh to intereſt themſelves in my 


Bchaviour, to come, and talk to me: But the Peg- 
ple 1 was witb, took care I ſhould be ſeen by none 


of them; alledging, as a Proof of their Love to me, 
that they would not have me teasd with any Solli- 
citations of that Nature. I was very well ſatisfy d 
with their Proceedings: I ſaw Lyſander every Day; 
and while I liſten'd to her Vows, ſhould not have 
been pleas'd with an Interruption of any kind. That 
ardent, yet reſpectful Paſſion which appeared in all 
his Words and Actions, was to me a Heaven, which 
nothing elſe could give, I had not, for ſome time, 
any. Reaſon to ſuſpe& he had the leaſt diſhonourable 
Thought; for tho the little Power I had of diſgui- 
ling my Sentiments, had made me guilty of many 
imprudent Actions, and emkolden'd bim to the te- 
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king greater Freedoms than otherwiſe he wound 


which juſtly cauld be calld ↄffenfiye to. Virtus; al 
ane Night; - Oh! exer be gc curſt that Night, wr 
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that Hour, —'that damn'd undoing Minute, when 
all the good Angels ſlept, and left to Fiends the 
Fate of Cleomira ! I had undreſs'd, and thrown my 
ſelf on the Bed, reſtleſs and uneaſy that Lyſander 
had not been to viſit me that Day; for it was now 
become an inconſolable Affliction to me to paſs 
four and twenty Hours without ſeeing him. 1 
was ſo buried in thought, that I heard not the 
tread of any body coming into my Chamber, till 
I ſaw a Man ſtand cloſe by me: It was about Ten 
a-Clock, at that Time of the Year when there is 
ſcarce any darkneſs; and _— to indulge Con- 
templation, I had not call'd for Candles, and could 
not preſently diſcern who was there; but not ſuſ- 
POE it any other than Mr. Marvir, (who might 
be come to call me to Supper) without removing 
from the Poſture I was in, ask'd careleſſly what he 
wanted. He muſt be a very ill Judge of Happineſs, 
(anſwer'd he) that could form a Wiſh bays the 
Treaſure which this Bed contains. Theſe Words, 
and the Accent of his Voice, always dear and charm- 
ing to my Ears, ſoon told me it was Lyſander, and 
oblig'd me to endeavour to riſe ; but he had thrown 
himſelf down by me while he was ſpeaking, and 
ſeizing both my Hands, and gently forcing-them 
to circle his Waiſt, join'd his Lips to mine with too 
ſtrenuous a Preſſure to ſaffer me to reproach the 
Liberties he took. — What could I do! ſurpris'd 
in this unguarded Moment! —Full of Deſires and 
and tender Lan zuiſnments before, his glowin 

Touch now diflolv'd my very Soul, and melt 

every Thought to ſoft Compliance !— In ſhort, I 
ſuffer'd, — or, rather let me ſay, I cou'd not reſiſt his 
proceeding from one Freedom to another, till there 
was nothing left for him to ask, or me to grant. 
The guilty Tranſport paſs'd, a thouſand Apprehen- 
fions all at once invaded me! Remorſe and Shame 
ſTupply'd the Place of Extaſy ! — Tears fill'd my 
Eyes, — cold Tremblings ſeiz d my Limbs, — and 
my Breaſt heay'd no more with Joy, but Horror 
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too ſure Preſages of that future Woe, which this 
black Hour brought forth! — It was not in the 


lovely Undoer's power, dear as he was, to make me 


ſatisfied with what I had done; and the whole Time 
he ſtaid with me, which was beſt Part of the 
Night, I utter'd nothing but Reproaches. The next 
Day, and many following ones, I entertain'd him in 
no other Manner ; and it was ſome Weeks before all 
his Wit, his Tenderneſs, and ſeeming Truth, could 
make me hope I had not done a Deed, I ſhould, all 
my Life, have occaſion to repent. But what is it a 
Woman may not in time be perſuaded to, by the 
Man ſhe loves? He behay'd himſelf in ſuch a manner, 
ſo kind, ſo ſoft, ſo raviſhingly tender, reſpectful and 
engaging, — made ſo many ſolemn Proteſtations of 
eternal Faith, and imprecated ſuch unheard-of Curſes 
on his Falſhood, if ever he ſhould give me cauſe to 
tax him with it, that one would think indeed the 
moſt harden'd Villain could not thus have dared to 


dreſs his Perjuries in fuch a form of Sanftiry ! —— 


How could I then, who loved him, disbelieve him? — 
No, it was not in Nature, — it was not in Reaſon, 
that, after what he had ſworn, I could be doubtful 


of his Sincerity or Honour; and I muſt have conſi- 


dered him as monſtrouſly unworthy of my Love, be- 
fore I could think there was a poſſibility he ſhould 
ever ceaſe to love me. Thus was l, at laſt, raiſed 
to the higheſt Pinnacle of human Felicity! an Aſſu- 
rance of the real and everlaſting Tenderneſs of the 


Man who took up all my Wiſhes! But when I 


thought myſelf moſt happy, — moſt ſecure, I was 


on a ſudden thrown from all my height of Tranſport, 


to the loweſt ſtate of Miſery and Deſpair. Ever 
ſince my being at Marvir's Houſe, I had not paſs d 
one Day without ſeeing Lyſander ; and the firſt Ab- 
ſence, which was about a Week, filled me with moſt 


terrible Suſpicions. I did not fail to acquaint him with 


them by Letters; which he anſwered with the ame 
fondneſs he had accuſtomed me to, and made Ex- 


euſes for not viſiting me in that time, which ſeem d 
e plau ſible 
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and Diſcontent. This, indeed, engaged a Vi 
him; and after he had again made ſome ſlight pre- 
ences for his Abſence, began to rally me, with ſo 
much Artifice, for the Imagination I had formed of 

his being in love in another place, that I was weak 
enough, on his ſwearing it was ſo, to believe the 
Letter. I had found was only a foul Copy of one he 
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plauſible enough. When next I ſaw him, nothing 


ſeem'd more e eee, more ardent than 
he ſeem d to be ; yet he pretended ſome Buſineſs, and 


ſtaid not with me ſo long as he was wont. After 


he was gone, happening to caſt my Eyes on the 
Ground, I ſaw a Paper lying, which I, imagining 
it might be dropp'd by him, haſtily took up: Part 
of it had been torn off, and what remained was ſo 
blotted that I could ſcarce read it; I diſcovered, how- 
ever, that it was a moſt paſſionate Declaration of 
Love to ſome Woman, but who, I was altogether a 
Srranger, for there was no Name. — You may be- 
lieve (my dear Belinda) this was enough to give a 
Heart, ſo truly tender as mine, a moſt terrible Alarm! 


T1 laid it up carefully, deſigning to ſhew it him when 


he ſhould come next Day, as he had promiſed he 
would; bur, alas! I expected him man rw 
ones in vain: till growing quite out of patience, 
writ to him according to the dictates of my N 
t from 


intended to ſend to me, in that Time when he had 


not an Opportunity of ſeeing me; and was pretty 


well fatisfied as to his Conſtancy. But tho I aſſur d 


him, my whole dependance on the Truth of what 


he ſaid hung on the Proof of his viſiting me as uſual, 


and he ſeemed willing I ſhould judge his Truth by 
that Teſtimony, yet I ſa him not again in another 
Week. Now the Miſt, my good Opinion of him had 
. caſt before my Eyes, began to wear off, and Reaſon, 
nnobſcured by Paſſion, ſhew'd me how truly wretched 
I bad made myſelf: — But what did it avail ? My 
Fame, my Virtue, and my Peace of Mind were loſt, 
no more to be retrieved: Penetration was but the 
Mirror which ſhew'd me my Deformity, but could 
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direct me to no Means which cou'd reſtore thote: 
Beauties, which Guilt. and Shame had utterly- de- 
faced. From ſeeing me every Day, he had already 
fallen. to once a Week.z ſoon he came but once a 
Fortnight.; after wards a Month; and that too was 
to be accounted a Favour.— Soft as I am by Na- 
ture, and made more ſo by Love, this Uſage turnd 
me all to Indignation: I rav id, upbraided; t hreaten d. 
id. I know not what, and ſometimes? was reſol ed 
to. revenge my Injuries by his Death: but, alas! he” 
grew. not leſs lovely, for his being leſs faithful; and 
whateverl determined againſt him in- his 465ſerre, was 
in his: Preſence al. diſſolv'd. Tis true, he never came 
without renewing, his former Proteſtations of eternal 
Faith, and coin'd each Time-ſome new-invented Oath 
to aſſure me he was: ſtill the ſame. . He ſeemd to 
mourn the neceſſity of being. ſo often abſent, with a 
Tenderneſs equal to that I truly felt; but as perfect a 
Maſter as he was in the Art ef Feigning, I was too 
well acquainted with the Force of Love, not to /knowr 
that where it is ſincere, no Obſtacles would be able 
to ĩimpede the Gratification of it; and one Day, when 
he had been telling me a tedious Tale of Buſineſs, 
and Hurry of Affairs, and I know not what, which 
had prevented his coming, I cou'd not reſtrain the 
Violence of my juſt Reſentment: Ungrateful Man! 
(faid I) when watchful for my Ruin, no Buſineſs: 
had the Power to hold yoa; all Day, and every Day, 
each flying Minute was Witneſs of your Vows:— 
But now, — now, when I have given up all my 
Soul!—am loſt to all the World but you! I may 
alone, .unpity'd, mourn my Fate, and curſe the Fond- 
neſs that betray'd me to your Scorn!— He wou'd 
not ſuffer me to go on long in this Strain; but taking 
me in his Arms, and tenderly embracing me, Unjuſt 
and Cruel Charmer, (interrupted he,) if I could be 
capable of the Coldnels, the Perſidy you reproach me 
with, I could not ſure haye Courage to appear before 
Jou: — Nor cou'd you, if you really believ d me guilty, 
with that dear, that Angel-Look behold me: No, 
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tis the Height of Paſſion only makes you talk thus: 
As ſuch I take it; and tho' I grieve to ſee you rend 
your gentle Breaſt with cauſleſs Agonies, yet I con- 
fider it with a kind of Tranſport, fince it aſſures me 
I am indeed more valuable to you, than any Merit 
but my Truth can give me Title to. O the Diſſem- 
bler! with what an Air of Tenderneſs did he utter 
theſe, and a thouſand the like Expreſſions? and with 
what inexpreſſible Endearments were they accom- 
pany'd? — Enrag'dand ſtormy, as I was before, my 
Soul, now all becalm'd, again Believ'd! — and was 
again Deceiv'd! In this manner did I continue for 
a conſiderable Time; ſometimes hoping, --- ſometimes 
deſpairing, --- but never certain or confirm'd of any 
Thing! ---all Horror in his Abſence, --- all Extaſy in 
his Preſence ! —- The Bufineſs he pretended, which 
was attendance at Court, where he daily expected 
Perferment, was feaſible enough ; but then I rhought 
it impoſſible that no Hour, no Moment in a Wesk. 
or in ſo many Weeks, cou'd not be ſpar d. In 
fine, my Brain was in a perpetual Whirl; — Re- 
fle&ion, toſt in wild Uncertainty, became disjointed 
quite; and tho'I was always M#/mg, yet I was often 
without the power of Thinking ; — all my Days 
were ſpent in doubtful Expectation, and my Nights 
in Tears, and Heart-rending Agonies, too terrible for 
D-zſcription: — and if ſometimes Nature o er- weary'd 
ſunk into a Slumber, it cou'd not be call'd Reſt ; for 
even then, my ever-wakeful Fancy TOY Spi- 
rits with confus d Idea's in tormenting NS; — 
Lyſander's Image was never from my fight, and al- 
ways he appear'd unkind, and far unlike the Dear,--- 
the Soul-enſlaving Lover he had been, and ſtill wou'd 
feign. To add to my Affliction, I was with Child, 


and every Motion of the unborn Innocent increas'd 
at once my Tenderneſs and Grief. —*Tis not in 
Thought to form any juſt Notion of what J felt: — 
All Paſſions, but Hatred, took their turn to perſe cute 
me; and ſure, had not Heaven reſerv'd me for an 
Example of its Power in length'ning Woe to a de- 
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beyond what cou'd be imagined, I cou'd not 
fore ſurviv'd the Torments of an Hour. On his 
firſt declining to viſit me, I writ often to him; but 
of late had deſiſted from giving him that Trouble, 
becauſe he had told me, his Father whoſe Hands 
they might poſſibly fall into, wou'd have Curioſity 
enough to open them. Whether this was Reality, 
or whether he ſaid ſo only to ſpare him ſelf the Pain 
of counterfeiting a Tenderneſs any oftner than he 
was oblig d to, in my preſence, I know not; but 1 
had that implicite Obedience to his Will in every 
Thing, that I very ſeldom put it to the Venture. 
But, one Day, after ſilently enduring an Abſence of 
five Weeks, I was no longer able to reſtrain the im- 
patient Struggles of my Soul, and ſent him theſe 
Lines. | | 


To my Too-dear LYSANDER. 


PARDON me, if, convuls'd and torn with Pangs 
too dreadful for Expreſſion, the Anguiſh of my Soul, 
in ſpite of me, breaks forth into complainings — 
Am I for ever to live this Life of curs'd Uncertainty ? — 
Is there a Neceſſity your Actions muſt always contra- 
dict your Words? — Oh! be once ſincere, and tell me 
which I muſt believe —— There was a Time when with 
a thouſaud Vows you ſwore, that Abſence was the ſe- 
vereſt Tryal a Lover cou d go through — yet now you | 
bear it, — bear it with Eaſe, — with Unconcern ! — | 
and can I then ſtill hope you love? — O Heav'n ! it is | 
not, cannot be! By your own Arguments you ſtand | 
convicted, and I endeavour to deceive myſelf in vain.--- 
Heart-rending Thought ! I long have held you True, --- 
believ'd your Oaths with ſuch a Faith, as what we pa 
to the Divine Myſteries of Salvation; and tis difficult, --- 
tis wondrous to think you can be falſe! --- What then 
muſt be the Proof? Madneſs !--- ! Confuſion ! --- Ever- 
laſting Woe ! - Horror without a Name Save. 


ſave me from it! Diſſemble yet a little longer 5 my 
<4 | cars 
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Fears will-quickly ſend me to my Grave; let not Deſpair 
weigh down my ſmking Soul, as well as Body —If Ins 
longer ha ve the power to 779 you, let the Remembrance 
of. thoſe happy Moments in which I had, engage, at leaſt, 
your Gratitade,—if not your Love: Bleſs me with your 
Friendſhip :—Piry me. if no more ;for, my Lyſander, ſure 
I merit that:—The Thoughts of you anticipate my earlieſt 
Prayers, and ſtill continue for my Evening Theme ! — 
How often, when all have ſlept, and nothing but the 
Stars and ſilent Moon — 2 of my Watchings,, 
have I pour d out the Anguiſh of my bleeding Heart, 
aud to thiſe dumb and una vailing Witneſſes vented the 
wil Extravagance of my Paſſion, rather than wound 

our Ears with the unwelcome Tale ! Tis harder to ac- 
cuſe you, than to die; — yet, while I have Breath, 
"twill all be ſpent in Wailings, if you are ſtill cruel 
enough to ſuffer me to linger in a Condition which juſtly 
gives me the Title of | | 


The moſt Injur'd, 


and moſt Mi ſerable 


CLEOMIRA. 


At the return of my Meſſenger, I receiv'd an An- 
ſwer, which you will ſcarce believe cou'd be writ by 
the ſame Hand, or dictated by the ſame Heart from 
which thoſe you have already heard proceeded; 


To the Lovely CL EOMIR A. 


"OUR Sex's Souls are of 2 phe ow ſpace that 
the leaft aßen ſwells len even ., burting 


Iwou'd have the Woman I admire endeavour to enlarge © 
her Genius, and find room for other Views than Love. — 
Not zus I think myſelf infinitely obig d to yours, and 


od , B-. Haas 
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never ceaſe the Profeſſions mine. — I will fee 
— bo 25 and, if poſſible, convince you that 


220 Your moſt faithful 


* 


LysAN px. 


One would think I needed no other Proof than 
the ſtyle and the ſhortneſs of this Biller, to inform 
me, that I was, indeed, as wretched as I could be; 
but ſpite of Reaſon, I muſt join in his Barbarity, 
and be my own Tormenter,—My Soul, too curious, 
would ſearch deeper till, though ſure to find whar 
would but more diſtrat me. The Fellow, whom 
I employed to carry my Letter, told me, that not 
finding Lander at home, he was directed to the 
Place where he was, and deliver'd it to him in the 
preſence of a young Lady, whom he was leading to 
a Chariot ; that as ſoon as he had writ the An- 
ſwer they went out together. This was:enough to 
give my already juſtly. ſuſpecting Heart a jealous Cu- 
riofity; and I immediately diſpatch'd him again to 
find out, if poſſible, who the Lady was. He was ſo 
fucceſsful in his Enquiry, that he brought me word 
that her Name was Meliſſa, and that Lyſander was 
frequently with her; —— that they had been ſeen 
together at the Play, at the Ring, in the Mall, and 
ſeveral other publick Places. If I was before alarm'd, 
what now became of me, at this Information? I 
had formerly had an Acquaintance wifh this Woman, 
and knew her Temper to be the moſt intriguing 
upon Earth; and though from a very mean Fortune, 
and worſe Character, a Gentleman of a good Eſtate 
had raiſed her to an envied State of Grandeur, ſhes 
had neither Gratitude nor Conduct ſufficient to pre- 
vent her from coquetting with every Man that thought 
her worth taking notice of; nay, ſhe was ſo moto» 
riouſly Imprudent, I may fay Shameleſs, that ſhe 
ſought all Opportunities of diſhonouring her Husband, 
and could not hear of a Man — 2 Per- 

Vor. II, C ection 
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fection, without deſiring to engage him. ould 
write to the moſt abloldte . $3 and her being 
often repuls d by thoſe whoſe Diſcretion made them 
deſpiſe her, did not diſcourage her from attempting 
others. This is (Belinda) the true Character of this 
vile Woman; and the Reflection, that a Creature ſo 
every way undeſerving ſhould rob me of his Heart, 
rouz d that little Pride which all Women have ſome 
ſhare of, to a Diſdain, which, not able to overcome b 
my more ſuperior Softneſs, gave me Diſorders whic 
cannot be expreſſed. Since I am to be abandoned, 


(faid 1 to my ſelf,) I ought to be pleaſed that he has | 


abandoned me for a Creature whom none will envy 


him the Poſſeſſion of: —— One, who is not of a 


Humour to regard any one farther than the Reputa- 


tion of being admired by him: One, to whom | 


all Men are alike; and, as charming as he is, will 
Mot fail to ſacrifice him to the next that makes his 
Addreſſes to her. And yet, who knows (cried 1 
again) but this unfaithful.— this inconſtant Creature, 
may engage him longer than I, with all my Truth 
and Tenderneſs, could do: She has Arts to which 
Innocence is a Stranger, and will, no doubt, make 
ule of them all to ſecurea Conqueſt ſo much to the 
advantage of her Glory. In this Manner did I tor- 
ment myſelf; and though I thought nothing could 
add to whar I felt before, yet now I found, that to 
be neglected for another was a ſting more terrible 
than the neglect itſelf. Once I believed that the 
Death of Lyjander would be the extremeſt of all 
Woes ; but now I wiſh'd him dead, rather than in 
the poſſeſſion of a Rival. 

When next I ſaw my Traytor, I uttered all that 
my Rage and Jealouſy ſuggeſted 5 but, with his uſual 
Artifice, he appear d unmoy'd: And when Iupbraided 
him with the Leiſure he had to wait onothers, when 
he had none for me, he ſwore, That being an inti- 
mate Acquaintance of her Husband's, and ee, 
them by accident at a Place where he had Buſineſs, 
u delired by him to conduct her where ſhe was 

2 3 
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going; which Piece of Gallantry, he faid, he cou d 
not handſomely refuſe, To give the more Credit to 
this, he ſeem d to diſlike her Perſon, ridiculd her 
Humour, — and laugh'd fo heartily at my being ca- 
pable of an Uneaſineſs on her account, hat I was 
half perſuaded to believe him. I had nbt, howev 
ſo entire a Dependance on his Truth, bur that I em- 
ploy'd (unknown to Marvir's People, who I found 
were his Creatures) the fame Man, who had brought 
me the firſt Intelligence, to watch him wherever he 
went, reſolving to be fatisfy'd one way or other. 
Alas! I fancy'd that if I cou'd be once throughly aſ- 
ſur'd of his Perfidiouſneſs, I ſhou'd be able to tear 
him from my Soul, at leaſt extirpate all the Tender- 
neſs I had for him: But, how little did I know my-. 
ſelf? When by the diligence of my Spy, I found out 
that he viſired her often, — was with her even at 
thoſe very Times when he pretended the utmoſt Rey 
that he cou'd not be with me; — nay, diſco» 
verd that they had private Meetings; and, by all 
Circumſtances, was convinc'd, not only that ſhe was 
a Rival infinitely more beloy'd than I, but alſo that 
ſhe was in poſſeſſion of all thoſe Joys, which to 
obtain, I had forfeited my Innocence, my Honour, 
and my Peace of Mind for ever; — In ſpite, I fay, 
of all theſe Proofs, — theſe ſtabbing Proofs of his 
Ingratitude, I cou'd not, did not love him leſs. I 
reproach'd him, indeed, and endeavour'd to make 
him think my Reſentment had extinguiſh'd my Ten- 
derneſs ; but he ſti deny d each particular of my Ac- 
cuſation, and, at laſt, feem'd angry that I diſturbed 
his Sincerity ; till I, mean-ſpirited Wreteh, was 
forc'd to appear fatisfy'd with what he ſaid, leſt by 
perſiſting to alledge what, I found, he was deter- 
min'd never to confeſs, I ſhou'd provoke him never 
to ſee me more. And when I conſulted my fond 
doating Heart, found I cou'd better bear to ſhare him 
with another, than have no Intereſt in him at all: 
But what I ſuffer'd in ſuch a Submiſſion may, per- 
haps, he gueſs d, but _ deſcrib'd, It was now 


2 my 
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my Woes fell thick upon me; my Pregnancy began 
* to diſcover cle o all who 5 me; — —_ 
vir and his Wife, who had all this time counter- 
feited an Ignorance of what had paſs'd between me 
and Hſander, ſeem'd prodigiouſly uneaſy at it; pre- 
tended a Concern for the Reputation of their Houſe; 
us d me in a manner which I little expected from 
them, of all the World; and told me plainly, that 1 
muſt not continue with them any longer: but if 1 
wou'd go into the Country till I was deliver'd of 
my Burden, they wou'd enquire for a Place where 
I might be in private. I complain'd to Hſander of 
their Unkindneſs; but receiv'd very little Conſolation 
from him: He only told me, he was ſorry they 
ſhould behave otherwiſe to me than I had reaſon 
to expect, but that he believ d they meant well; and 
that he cou'd not help joining with them in the 
Opinion, it was beſt for me to go into the Country. 
My Concern for leaving a Place which contain'd all 
T valu'd in the World, and the cool Tranquility with 
which he advisd me to baniſh myfelf from him, 
were new Stabs, to my already-bleeding Heart: But 
I had now been a good while aceuſtom d to receive 
Wounds of thar nature, and my Spirits were too 
much depreſs d with a continual Weight of Sorrow, 
to be able to exert themſelves to reſent almoſt any uſage, 
Befides, what could I do? helpleſs as I was! I had 
no Friend to whom I duzit make Application; and 
mult be oblig d, in the Condition I was, to do what- 
ever thoſe, in whoſe power I had put myſelf, would 
ave me. They were ſo eager, for my Departure, 
at'a Place was foon found for me to go to; and 


zn a few days I took leave of that Town, and that 


Perſon, for whoſe ſake I had renounced every thin 


thar ought to have been dear to me. Lyſander h 


indeed the Complaiſance to accompany me a few 
Miles on horſeback; and perceiving me ready to die 
with Grief, made a thouſand Promiſes of coming 
gown to viſit. me in a ſhort time, tho? I had no 
jcaſon from bis late Behaviour, to hope he would 
l | x 
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do as he ſaid; yet this ſeeming Kindneſs a little re- 
vivd me, and I went thro' my Journey with more 
Fortitude than LR I could. As foon as I ar- 
riv'd at the Place deſtin'd for my Abode; I writ to 
him, reminding him of the Promiſe he had made, and 
conjuring by every tender Plea I could invent, ro make 
it good ; but I receiv'd no Anſwer. Always willing to- 
excuſe him as far as I was able, I fancied my Letter had 
by ſome Accident miſcarried, and ſent another; but to 
as little purpoſe as before, — Then I grew wild with 
Grief, and was ready, in ſome ungovernable Sallies 
of Paſſion, to lay violent hands on my own Life. — 
I reſolv'd at laſt, if poſſible, to extort an Anſwer from 
him; and prevail'd on a Countryman, for a conſidera» 
ble Gratification, to ride to Town on purpoſe to deliver 
a Letter into his own hands, and charg'd him nor 
to return without ſome Token he had ſeen him. 
The Contents of what I writ, were theſe: 


To my Inhuman and Unrelenting 
Charmer. A 88 aa 


$ it then poſible that Lyſander, the proteſting Ly- 
ſander, can from all Angel change to a very Fiend? 
For only they delight in the Perdition they occaſion . 


Have you with your Love thrown off all Pity too and 


Complaiſance, that you uaucihſafe not to condole, at 


eaſt, the. Ruins you have made? — O moſt ungrate- 


ful, cruel, barbarous, of all that ever was call d Man! 
— What have I done that can deſerve ſuch Uſage? 
Is it becauſe I have forſook the Ties of Duty, Intereſt, 
Honour, — given up my Innocence, — my Peace, and 
3 Hopes, that 2 deſpiſe me? — Monſter, 
for whom have I done this? —Can you reflect it was 


for you, and your whole Soul not melt in I 5 and 


foft Compaſſion ? — Tes, yes, you can! — Mreteh that 

Jam! - I have caſt away all that could male m 

truly valuable, and now am juſily ſubjactad to your 

Corn. — But tho * unworthy of your Love, _ 
3 


— — 5 
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Death muft ſurely gi ome Concern,— at leaſt, the 
Manner of it, =. oat know it was 4. I 
Lied: That my laſt Breath form'd nothing but your 
Name; and inthe extremeſt Agonies of my departing 
Soul, lamented more your Cruelty than all that dread- 
ful Separation could inflift. — O do not, therefore, trifle 
with a Paſſion, which, if the Strength of Reaſon in your 
Sex keeps you from being too deeply touch d with, is 
too impetuou⸗ the Weakneſs of mine to reſiſt ; and 
who can tell how far the Torrent may tranſport me? — 
ſtory is not without Millions of Examples of Women, 

who have dar d to die, when Life became a Burthen; and 

ſure, if any e er could juſtify Self- Murder, the wretched i 

Cleomira may : — None ever lov'd, —— none ever | 
deſpair'd like me, or had ſo juſt a Cauſe for both. — 

The means of Death are always eaſy te be obtain d, 
and I am this Moment 1 to that Rage of Tem- 
per, that I know not how long I ſhall be able to re- 
tain the Uſe of it. — O then be quick, and ſave 
my Soul the Guilt of Murder, and your own the 
Pangs of never-ending Remorſe, which, when too late 
to remedy, you'll feel ! — Yes, forgotten and abandon d 
as I am, when I am dead, my Ghoſt will be before 
you ever, haunt all your Dreams, — poiſon your Plea- 
ſures, and diſirat# Reflettion : Then, though I want 4 
Voice, my Wrongs will ſpeak, and rouxe your ſleeping 
Conſcience to Remembrance of your Vows, — your 
broken damning Vows ! — Heaven! that Heaven, 
whoſe Bleſſings you have renounc'd, whoſe Curſes you 
have iraprecated, if ever you prov'd falſe, will then 
exert the Power of ſwiſteſt Vengeance, and Penitence 
be vain to waſh away your Guilt, or call me back to 
Life For me, I have nought to fear; I feel already 
all the Pains of Hell ; nor can another World torment me 
worſe than this has done. — Horror and Madneſs 
overtake me! — I know not what I ſay, and to my 
other Crimes am ready to add Blaſphemy; — con d 
curſe Heaven, and Earth, and Man ;— wiſh to behold 
the World in Flames; — the Univerſe diffolv'd ;— for 
All, all are Foes to wretched Cleomira— O eaſe 
— > Wo me, 
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me, — pity me, — write to me, — ſee me; if not for 
mine, 7 the ſake of the Dear yet unborn ; — the 
tender Pledge of our once mutual Love! — Think 
how the frighted Innocent flarts at its Mother's An- 
guiſh, and is & ſad Partaker of all the Sufferings you 
infli on me. — I will, if poſfivle, ſupport the galling 
Load of Life till the Return of my Meſſenger; but in 
your Anſwer is the Fate of \ 


The Undone 


CLEOMIRA; 


All the Horror and Diſtraction which I endea- 
vour d to repreſent in this Letter, was infinitely ſhort 


_ of what I truly felt. I had fo little Hope of Com- Fa 
d, fort from him it was ſent to, that all the time of | 
1. the Fellow's being gone I had one continu'd Agony, 

e with the Apprehenfion that at his Return I ſhou 

ve be more aſcertain'd of Lyſander's Cruelty ; and had 

he bis Stay been long, 1 believe ir would have been im- 

te poſſible for me to have ſupported it with Life: bur 

'd the poor Man's Speed out-run my Expectations, ea- 

re ger as they were; and though it was fifty Miles c 

b- London, he diſpatch'd his Buſineſs, and came back 

4 in two Days. As ſoon as he ſaw me, he gave mea 

4 Teſtimony of his Succeſs in the Buſineſs I employ d 

ur him in; and trembling between Hope and Fear, I 

= found in it theſe Words: 

N * 

0 To the Unkind CLEO MIRA. 


ly HE Diſcovery make of your cauſtſi Dntaſt- 
Has br — Lo I 22. _ 

5 you before, but that I waited to hear firſt from your; 
_— —— is ſacred, — — 
1 ave ſent, a. Meſſenger s m. 
You ho Joe — 5 Be aſſur i 
then I am ſtill the ſame —_ wat, and if any * 
, 4 
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that Rapidity 


F, with this Aſſurance, join'd to the innume- 
rable others I have given you, that I am, 


Yours for ever, 


LYSANDER, 


You will certainly believe I was not in my Senſes, 
when 1 ſhall tell you, that theſe few, and indeed 
but ill-diſſembled Lines of Kindneſs, drove from 
my Boſom all the Anxiety that had poſſeſsd it. I 
thought of nothing now but Joy and Rapture; and, 
in ſpite of all the Reaſons Ly/ander had given me; 
accus'd myſelf of Injuſtice for writing to him in 
the manner I did; and to make Reparation for the 
Reproaches of my laft, dictated another according 
to the Tranſport I now was in.— I ought to bluſh 
at the Memory of ſo ſhameful a Weakneſs; but as I 
have promis'd you a faithful Relation of my Story, 
will omit nothing that may give you a juſt Notion 
of my Folly, or his Perfidiouſneſs and Ingratitude. 
The Lines I writ were theſe; . . ,. = 


To my Adord LYSAN DER. 
make you able to conceive the Extaſy with which- 
I read your dear obliging Letter, I muſt be able 


10 inſpire you with that Sublimi Paſſion , which 
— „ 


. 


| But think, Lylander, think what, & So 


„eee. 


, 
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raid from the loweſs Hell of Miſery to the higbeſi 
—＋ Felicity. — Oh 17 I may credit thoſe en- 
dearing Lines, I have all that Fate can give! — If, 
did I ſay ? I muſt, — 1 will : — Lyſagder is all H- 
nour; and he a thouſand times has ſworn himſelf my 
everlaſting Votary : --- How-have I wrong'd you then. 
Divineſt of your Sex ! --- But you muſt pardon m3 
I love, am abſent, --- am unworthy ; --- and in ſuch 
a Circumſtance, Patience were a Virtue out of ſeaſon,--- 

O therefore, let it not be too long before you bleſs me 
with Jour Preſence, leſt I again relapſe; --- again bs 
wretched: ---- Haſie to my Arms, while Hopes are 


quick within me, while vigorous Tranſport ſparkles in 
my Eyes, and my Soul glows with pleaſmg Expecta- 
tion. --- Let not the Fervour of my Foy abate, till in 
your Arms I have nothing to wiſh, and I indeed 
can ſay thou art all mine, as I am thine: My fer- ver 
dear Lyſander. | | 


Thine in the moſt paſſionate 


Curoming? 


After this, I livid for ſome Time in more Tran- 
quiility than I had known for many Months; and the- 
it was paſt my Doubt that he had intrigued with- 
Meliſſa, yet believing it but a tranſient Amour, of 
which he was now grown weary, found it no dif- 
ficulty to pardon him; and this renewing of his Ten- 
derneſs to me, made me aſſure myſelf it wou'd be 
in the power of no Woman, hereafter, to e 
him ſo far as to render him forgetful of its bo” 
owed to me: But, alas! this Peace of Mind was 
not of any long Continuanee: Eight or nine Days 
being elaps d, without my receiving any Letter from 
him, I ſtill thought he was on coming, and the 
Hopes of ſeeing him, made full amends for the not 
bearing him : but after that, my Fears agaif 

a “ return d. 
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return d, and I grew reſtleſs as before. I conſtantly 
walked out _ Evening into a Field that over- 


looked the my Expectations of meeting him 
not having quite for ook me. One of the Times 


that I was thus employ'd, I encounter'd a Perſon 
whoſe Sight gave me as much Surprixe, as the News 
The brought me did Aſfliction. It was Nurſe, 
an honeſt faithful Creature, who Rr had left 
London, enquir'd at Marvirs Houſe w I was 
$oue 5 but receiving no Satisfaction from them, 

y diligently asking among the Neighbours, heard 
y one, who, by ſome Accident had learn'd it, that 
it was at *; and fo, bydeſcribing me to the 
S | an, diſcover'd what Part of the Coun- 
ty I was carried to, and had travell'd down on pur- 
Poſe to acquaint me that my Mother lay at the point 
of Death; — that it wes believed her Grief for my 
Behaviour had been the Cauſe of her Illneſs; — that 
all ſhe ſeemed to lament, was the Misfortunes ſhe 
fear'd wou'd fall upon me, --- and wiſh'd for nothing 
but to ſee me before ſhe died. This ſad Account 

iven me by the poor Woman, in the moſt movin 
— Mag ſtruck me to the very n 
ao began to conſider whom it was I had abandon d, 
and fer whom; and the more I reflected on Lyſander's 
Ingratitude, the more ingrateful did Iappear myſelf, -- 
To be the Occaſion of a Parents Death, a Parent 
who had always moſt tenderly lov'd me, and from 
whom I never had been abſent (till the Time of my 
utterly forſaking her) two Days together in my 
Life, filld me with ſo juſt a Horror, that I know 
not if it wou'd have been even in Lyſander's power 
to have conſoled me! How gladly wou'd I now 
have return'd to her, and implor d her Pardon for 
my Errors, -- endeavour'd to give her Comfort, and 
never leave her more: But, alas! the Condition I 
was in, deter'd me from the Execution- of theſe pi- 
ous Wiſhes : I could entertain no Thoughts of ap- 
pearing before her till I was deliver'd of that Wit- 


neſs of my Shame: nor cou d the poor — 
| | : 
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ſuade me to it; ſhe rightly judg'd, that to ſee me, 


as I then was, would rather be an Encreaſe of her 
Affliction, than any Mitigation of it; and told me ſhe 
would return without ſaying ſhe had ſeen me, fince 
there was no Excuſe to be made for my not comin 

to London, but that which had better remain untold. 
The Concern which I perceiv'd inthe Countenance of 
this faithful Creature, and the mannerly Freedom 
which ſhe took in expreſſiug her Grief for the Miſe 
fortunes I had brought on —_— and Family, ob- 
lig d me to give her the whole Hiſtory of my Aſc 
fairs ſince the fatal Choice I made of Marvir for my 
Guardian ; and withal, conjur'd her to make all poſſible 
Enquiry into Lyſander's Qharacter and Behaviour, 
and to give me a faithful Account of what ſhe 
could diſcover. But it ſeems ſhe had never learn'd 
to write, and I was unwilling the Secret ſhould be 
truſted to any other Hand, therefore deſir d ſhe would 
treaſure it up in her Memory till I came to Town; 
which I reſolved to do as ſoon as I was brought to 
Bed. I did not think it proper to carry her to the 
Houſe where I was, but giving her ſomething tore- 
freſh herſelf in her Journey back, took my Leave 
of her, who parted from me with Tears in her Eyes, 
and all the Marks of an undiſſembled Grief. The 
more I ruminated on the ſad Relation ſhe had made 
me, the deeper Impreſſion it madein my Soul; and 
that, join'd ro Lyſander's Unkiadneſs, who, in ſpite 
of his Promiſe, neither came, nor ſent to me, threw 
me into a Condition which is not to be conceiv'd. 
The Horrors of my Mind had ſuch an influence over 
my Body, that it was impoſſible I ſhou'd be able to 
bring a living Child into the World : My Youth, 
however, and the natural Goodneſs of my Conftitu- 
tion, brought me through that dangerous State, in 
which thoſe who find moſt Eaſe, have little reaſon 
to be aſſurd of Life — I was ſafely deliver'd of a 
Boy; but, alas! the Grief-killd Infant never ſaw the 
Light, and I knew nothing what it was to be a Mo- 
ther, but the Pains, It was certainly only my Im- 
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patience to be gone from a Place where I cou d hear 
nothing of Lyſander, which made me willing to uſe 
any Means proper for the Recovery of my Strength ; 
but the Hopes of ſecing him, and knowing from 
his own Mouth my Doom, invigorated by droop- 
ing Spirits, and enabled me to endure Life, rather 
than die in the terrible Uncertainty I then was in. I 
found I was in a little morethana Month's time in a 
Condition to travel, and was too eager to delay a Mo- 
ment. I wou d not go to Marvir's Houſe; becauſe I 
was aſſur d I ſhould hear nothing there, but what they 
were order d by Lyſander to tell me; and the late 
Unkindneſs they had ſhew'd me, made me reſolve 
never to live with them again; but as ſoon as I got 
to London, went diretly to my Nurſe's, where I 
had .the mournful Account of my dear Mother's 
Death, told in ſo tender and moving a Manner, that 
I too was ready to expire at hearing it. When the 
firſt Hurry of my Grief, for ſo great and irretrieve- 
able a Loſs was over, I began to queſtion her about 
—_— She told me ſhe had neglected nothing 
t might be conducive to my Peace; but that all 
the had been able to learn concerning him, was, 
that he had lately an Intrigue with Meliſſa; that by 
their ill Conduct it had been diſcover'd ro her Huſ- 
band, who, as a juſt Reward for her Infidelity, had en- 
tirely caſt her off; that ſhe was now reduc'd to the 
fame wretched Circumſtances this injur'd Gentleman 
took her from; that Lyſander had little regard to 
the Miſeries he had contributed to bring her to; and 
ſhe was become one of the moſt expos d and unpitied 
Women in the World. I confeis I was ungenerous 
enough to find: ſome little Conſolation in the Know- 
ledge of my Rival's Misfortunes ;. not but, as much 
reaſon as I had to hate her for being the firſt Occa- 
ſien of eſtranging the Affection of Lyſander' from 
me, I ſhould have highly diſcommended him for 
bis Neglect of her in her Affection, had it fallen on 
her only through her Love to him: but as I knew 
her Inclination to be ſo amorous, (to give it _ 
, worſe 
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worſe a Name) that it had influenc'd her to com- 
mit numerous Faults of the like nature, and even 
without theleaſt Tempration, I look'd on her as un- 
worthy of Com miſeration.— But, to leave her to all 
the Miſeries which attend a common Proſtitution, 
] reſolv'd to know how I now ſtood. in Lyander's 
Opinion. I writ to him, acquainting him that 1 
was come to Town, defiring to ſee him. When 
I had done that, I began to conſider. my Affairs as 
to my Money: I thought it unſafe to be lodg'd 
any longer in Marvir's hands, and employ'd one to 
bring him to an Account; but that Villain had 
made ſuch Bills, and managed every thing fo much: 
to his own advantage, that of my three thouſand” 
Pounds, I found I. had not much more than fifteen 
hundred remaining. The Perſon who I had engag'd 
in this Buſineſs, knew very well what my Father left 
me, and perſuaded me to have recourſe to Law 
but the other knew himſelf ſecure enough as to that 
Point, and when it was hinted to bim, - writ me a 
Letter to tell me, That if I inſiſted ro bring him to any 
publick Account for the Money he had laid out, he could 
eaſily prove it had been expended only for my Uſe; and 
bid me conſider, that in the Condition I had been 
there was Occaſion for more than a trifling Sum, 
to bribe thoſe to Secrecy who were oblig'd to be. 
entruſted with the Knowledge of it. This was 
enough to let me fee, if I attempted any thing 
againſt him, he would expoſe me in the moſt ſhame- 
ful Manner he could. I was glad therefore to accept. 


what little I cou'd get, without daring to moleſt 


him for the reſt. But I will not (my dear Belinda) 
detain your Attention with any Particulars of this, 
which (in compariſon with my others) I loqk d on 
as a trifling Vexation. Above a Week was paſt ſince 
I ſent to Lyſander, and he had not yet anſwer'd my 
Letter. I was very well aſſur'd he had received it; 
and tho* I had little Hopes of the Continuance of his 
Affection, I expected from his Complaiſance ſome ſort 
een e for 190 2ba RENTS Eun! 
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of. My Amazement at this unlook d- for Slight, was 
almoſt equal to my Grief : I now indeed felt more 
Reſentment than I had ever been capable of before: 
Neither to come to me, nor write, after ſo long an 
Abſence, and all I had ſuffer'd on his account, cou'd 
make me conſider him no otherwiſe than as the vileſt, 
and moſt juſtly to be abhor d of all his Sex: And ſince 
F had' no other way to revenge, reſolvd to uſe my 
Pen to him in-ſuch a manner, as ſhou'd let him 
know I was no leſs inſenſible of his Indignities, than 
I had been of his Love. But before I did fo, an 
Accident happen'd, ro grve me a freſh Theme 
for my Reproaches. Going through the Strand one 
day in a Chair, it was ſuddenly ſtop'd by a Foot- 
man, who told me his Lady defir'd to ſpeak with 
me, and entreated I wou'd come into her Chariot. 
Neither the- Livery, nor the Wearer of it were 
Strangers to me, and I knew he belong d to a Lady, 
who, when I frequented the Court, was one of: my 
_— Intimates ; and I immediately diſcharg'd'my 

hair, and did as he deſir d. Nothing could receive 
me with greater Demonſtrations of Kindneſs than 
Semanthe, (for ſo I ſhall call her ;) and after ſhe had 
gently upbraided me with Breach of Friendſhip, for 
not letting her know where I had been all the time 
of my abſconding, began to ask me a thouſand 
Queſtions about my Affairs. But mine was a Story 
very improper to be related to her, who, tho' I 
knew ſhe had a great deal of Good-nature, was 
not of a Temper to have approv'd my proceedings ; 
and therefore I turn'd the Diſcourſe as ſoon as I 
could into an Enquiry after her Affairs: which ſhe 
very ingenuouſly inform'd me of, little ſuſpecting 
the Effect of what ſhe told me. I am (ſaid ſhe) 
very near changing my condition; but the Per- 
ſon who had prevaild'on me to do it, is ſo truly 
deſerving, that without a Bluſh I may confeſs, that 


the ſooner I yield to his Defires, the ſooner I make- 


myſelf the happieſt of my Sex. Ah, Madam ! 
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pend on the Sincerity of Mankind ; it requires more 
Experience than you or I are Miſtreſſes of, to form 
any juſt Judgment of their Deſerts. It is no wonder 
that you talk ſo (reply d ſhe) ſince I have not told you 


the Name of my Charmer; but when I have, Ldoubt 


not but you will acknowledge, as all the World who 
know him do, that every Perfection that Heaven 
can adorn a Mortal with, are center'd in my Ad- 
mir'd — O God! who was it but my Lyander 
that ſhe named. — Lightning could not have blaſted. 
me more than this one Word; and I believe the moſt 
artful of all my Sex cou'd not in ſuch a Circum- 
ſtance have diſſembled her Confuſion; but the Shock 
was too. mighty for my Weakneſs to ſuſtain, and, 
wholly depriv'd of Speech, I fell againſt the Side of 
the Chariot ſenſeleſs, and in all appearance dead, and 
came not to myſelf till I was brought to Semanthe's 
Lodgings. The firſt thing I ſaw when I opened 
my Eyes, was her, buſily employ'd in helping the 
Maids. to uſe Means for my Recevery:. the Sight of 
her, and the Remembrance of what ſhe had told me, 
threw me again into Convulſions, which laſted for 
ſome time; and when, at laſt, I had gathered 
power to ſpeak, it was in {ſuch a faſhion, fo 
wild, and ſo confus'd, that the Standers- by believ'd 
I was taken with a ſudden fir of Frenzy. I de- 
fir'd a Chair might be call'd, to carry me home; 
and making ſome ſort of an Apology, I know not 
what, for the Trouble I had given, took leave of 
my happy Rival. My poor Nurſe (for I had been 

at her Houſe ever ſince I came to Town) was ter- 
ribly alarm'd at the Condition ſhe beheld me in; and, 
when I repeated. the Occaſion of it, join'd with 
me in the moſt bitter Curſes we could: both in- 
vent on the Perfidiouſneſs of Mankind. I remain'd for 
ſome time in. mortal Agonies, unable to determine 
on any Thing; ſometimes I was for returning to 
Semanthe, to acquaint her with Lyſander's Engage- 
ments tome, and implore her to forbear any further 
baden on 4 Right 1 had fo dearly purchaſed, —. 
| : ſometimes. 
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ſometimes I was for going to Lyſander's Hauſe, and 
by publickly reproaching him with his Vows, deter 
him from the Breach of them: --- But Madeſty re- 
jected both theſe Reſolutions as ſoon. as form'd ; and 
by my Nurſe's Perſuaſion, (who fear'd that pro- 

 ceeding to any Violence, would be altogether un- 
availing, and only ſerve to expoſe : me more) I con- 
tented myſelf with uttering the Fury I was poſſeſsd 
of in a Letter; which, tho' incoherent and diſtracted 
as my Mind, I believe you will not think it too ſe- 
vere for the Occaſion. 


To the Inconſtant, Ungenerous, and 
| Perfidious LYSANDER. 


F Hove long been accuſtomed to Indignities from 

you, that had I not in Poſſeſſion your Letters, thoſe 
Witneſſes of your well-diſſembled Tenderneſs, I\ſhou'd 
believe I had been enchanted with ſome delightful 
Dream, and that there never was any ſuch Thing in- 
Reality, as that Lyſander cow'd take the pains to 
make me believe he lov'd me; ſince for no other Cauſe 
than returning the e he pretended, he nom can 

e me with a Brutality as unexampled as my own 
Meanneſs of Spirit, which has hitherto ſuffer'd me to 
fit down tamely with my Wrongs, and not endeavour, 
at leaſt, a 2 Revenge, — Poiſons and Daggers 
are the Upbraidings you ſhould receive from me 
Yet I, fond Wretch, have ſlill ſubjected wy py Will 
to yours, wrung my own Hands, while you have wrung 
my Heart; — and when a thouſand Times, with more 
than Devil-like 1 you've conjur d up all that 
was raging in me, with my own Tears I have appeas d' 
that Tempeſt, which only Blood, — your deareſt Blood 
ſhould have had Power to quell. — Not one Particular 
of your Baſeneſs is unknown to me ;— Cold, — Cold Be- 
trayer; — Dark deſigning Villain, your Neglect, your 
Abſence, your Silence all ſprung 2 one Cauſe, 
that curſed Mutability of Temper, which damns half 


— 
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your Sex, @s fond Belief and Tenderneſs does ours. — I 
was not ignorant of your Intrigue with Meliſſa, even from 
the Beginning, to the guilty Rapture which concluded 
it: — Yet 1 was patient, and but to Heaven accus'd 
you of Perfidiouſneſs : —— Fool that I was, I hoped m 

Truth, my Conſtancy, and Softneſs, in Time, might 
make a Convert of you : But now, now that I 
find you are for ever loſt! that Marriage is about 
to give another that Title, which alone is due to me 
by your own Vows, and by all thoſe Sufferings I have 
bought it with ! — Now I grow, indeed, like you, a very 
Fiend, and methinks cou d ſmile at Miſchief !-- Yes, if 
you can. — if you dare attempt to make Semanthe 
yours, may the Prieſt, about to join you, be ſiruck 
ſpeechleſs ; - may Earthquakes ſhake the Ground, 
the Temple's Roof uncloſe; --- Thunder, and darting 
Lightnings proclaim Heaven's juſt Abhorrence of your: 
Mockery of the ſacred. Ceremony, - and mark the Bride- 
groom for à vile Prophaner ! --- But, Oh! ſhowd: alt 
the Curſes which my Injuries deſerve, and jealous 722 


can invent, fall on you, —— ſhou'd Fudgments terr 
or even Pity for me diſſuade you from her Arms, 
wou d it avail ? — Cou d it afford one Grain of Com- 
fort to my tormented Soul? —— No, Siure you're mine 
no more, no matter wack Wu Heart is loſt, for 
ever loſt. to me; and when compar'd with that, your 
Body is 4 Trifle. — Go on then, — pur ſue the Dictates 
of your changing Nature ; be proud of Perjury, and 

wanton in Deceit: A Time will come, when Rem | 
will be ſufficiently my Auenger. For me, I ſhall not 
long endure the Pain of Thought; Madneſs or Death 
will eaſe me of Reflection; but while I have Life or 
Senſe to know how very wretched you have made me, 
be kind enough, at leaſt; to feign Compaſſion for the 
Woes you give, and lay the Blame of your Inconſtancy 
on Fate, — the unavoidable Impulſe 1 your Nature, — 
or any Thing which make me think you pity me 

for ince, in ſpite of all you have done, I fii A 


ae you, I wow'd fain imagine you poſſ/#'s of ſome 
r 
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I can no more ! Farewell, dear, cruel Deſtroyer of 
the Soul, and Ruins of the Everlaſting Peace of 


The moſt Wretched 


CLEOMIRA. 


In about four or five Days after I ſent, I receiv'd 
an Anſwer ; which I think proper to repeat, that you 
May ſee there is nothing of rude or baſe impoſlible 
for a Man to do, when once a Woman, by for- 
feiting her Honour, has put it in his power to uſe 
her as he pleaſes, 


To CLEOMIRA. 
FReceiv'd your Letter with ſome Surprize, but with 
none 


that Tenderneſs you ſeem to aim at inſpi- 
ring, or what really has ol 5'd my Soul at — 
ing ſome of your former ones; nor can you blame my 
Change of Humonr, ſince your own Extravagance has 
been the Cauſe. Believe me, yn ira! whatever 2 
our Days of Courtſhip we 5, the Exceſs of any Paſ- 
ſion r/o mY Man of oe An 2 all 
others, more excites our Mirth, than our Pity.— That 
fooliſh Fondneſs, with which your Sex ſo much abound:, 
# before Enjoyment charming, becauſe it gives us an 
Aſfurance of obtaining all we at; but afterwards tis 
. eloying, tireſome, and in time grows odious. — Had 
your Paſſion, at leaſt the ſhew of it, been leſs violent, 
mine might have had a longer Continuance; and as 
there is nothing more unnatural, than that a Woman 
ſhou d expect a Man can be in Love with her always, 
she beſt Way to retain his Complaiſance, is, not to take 
notice of his Alteration, oy oblige him, by a trouble- 
fome Importunity, to explain himſelf in the manner 1 
now am forc'd ts do to you. I confeſs, indeed, that I am 
geing to be marry'd to a Lady, whoſe Diſcretion will, 
I hope, prevent any of thoſe Diſcontents A 
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which firſt made my Amour with you grow uneaſy. 
That TI once lov'd you, I ſhall ever acknowledge, and deſire 
you wou d be as juſt in aſſuring yourſelf, that your own 
Miſmanagement was the Cauſe I cou'd do ſo no longer. 
The little Storms of Fury which appear in your Letter, 
are too frequently met with in Stories, to be wonder'd 
at, and are of as little conſequence to move me 10 
either Fear or = as your proclaiming the Occaſion 
vou d be to the diſadvantage of my Reputation; but 
if you can reſolve to confine your Paſſion within the 
Bounds of Prudence, tho you loſe a Lover, you ſhall 
always find a Friend, in 


LYSANDER. 


I am very apt, indeed, to believe that Lyſander in 
this ſpoke the Senſe of all his Sex; and one wou'd 
think that ſuch an Eclairciſſement was enough to have 
cured me of all Paſſions, but Diſdain and Hate. 
Nothing ſure was ever ſo inſulting, ſo impudent, ſo 
barbarous ; yet was my Soul, and all its Faculties, ſo 
truly his, that tho at the firſt Reading I reſolv d nor 
to think of him but with Deteſtation, I relaps'd im- 
mediately, and inſtead of wiſhing I had never ſeen 
him, found a ſecret Pleaſure, even in the midſt of 
Agony, in the Reflection that he had lov'd me once: 
And, if at any time a Start of juſt Reſentment 
rouz'd itſelf within me, when I wou'd give it Vent 
in Curſes, a Power ſuperior to Rage arreſted the 
flying Breath, and changed it into Blefings. I ill 
lov'd him with ſuch an Adoration, that I cou'd not 
bring myſelf to think that any thing he cou'd do 
was wrong, and began indeed to lay the blame of my 
Misfortune on my own Want of Merit to engage 
the Continuance of his Affection, rather than on any 
Vice in him; and it was with all the difficulty in 
the World, I forbore writing to him again, to tell 
him fo.—— Was ever any Infatuation, — was ever 
any Madneſs equal to mine! O God! the bare Re- 
mem brance of it makes me contemn myſelf, and ac- 
knowledge, that a Creature fo meanly ſoul'd de- 
fer yd no better Fate. | 'The 
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The poor Rrcrusz for ſome Moments was able 
to proceed no farther; a thouſand mingled Paſſions 
now ſtruggled in her labouring Breaſt, with too 
much Vehemence to be ſuppreſs'd ; and throwing 
herſelf down on the Couch ſhe ſat on, began again to 
pour out the Anguiſh of her Soul in a Torrent of 
Tears. Tho' Belinda cou'd not forbear ſympathiling 
with her, yet finding that her Griefs were indeed paſt 
remedy, thought nothing ſhe cou'd ſay wou'd any 
way avail to her Conſolation, and only bore her 
company in this dumb Scene of Sorrow: But the 
RecLust had too much Complaiſance and Good- 
nature, to be able to endure the Influence ſhe per- 
ceiv'd her Afflictions had over the tender Diſpoſition 
of the other, and compoſing herſelf as well as ſhe 
eoud, continu'd her Diſcourſe in this Manner: 

If (ſaid ſhe) I cou'd have found Words of force 
ſufficient to have vented any of thoſe various Paſ- 
ſions which tormented me, my afflicted Soul, per- 
haps, might have receiv'd ſome little Intervals of 
Eaſe; but, there were none to expreſs a Condition 
ſuch as mine! — To love to the higheſt degree of 
Tenderneſs, what I ought to have 46h04; — to 
adore what I knew delerv'd my utmoſt Scorn 3 — 
to have bury'd Hope, and wild Defire ſurvive z— 
to have Shame, Remorſe, and all the Vulturs of 
eonſcious Guilt gnaw on my aking Thought; — 
to wiſh for Madneſs, and yet Senſe remain, was 
Miſery! was Horror, ſure, without a Name! A 

' thouſand times in a Day I was about to put an 
end to Life, and all its Weight of Anguiſh: Nor 
was it Reafon or Religion, but meerly the Conſi- 

- deration that Death wou'd take from me all Power 
of hearing what became of Lyſander, that preſer vd 
me. 

Thus did I live, if ſuch a State can be call'd Life, 
till the Day of Lyſander's Marriage; but when L 
heard that, imagine you behold a Wretch in the 
moſt raging Fir of Lunacy, and it may give 
fame Idea, though but a faint one, of what J 
7 | appear d; 
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-appear'd : 1 tore my Clothes, my Face, my Hair, 
threw myſelf on the Floor, beat my Breaſt, made 
the Houſe: ring with echoing Shrieks and Lamen- 
tations, and was ſcarce reſtrain'd by my Nurſe from 
running in; this manner to the Church where the 
Ceremony was perform'd; and it was but when 
I had no longer Strength to rage, that partly by 
Force, and partly by Perſuaſion, ſhe got me into 
Bed. The Violence of my Agitations threw me 
into a Fever ; bur though 1 would take nothing 
but what I was compel#d to, and committed Ex- 
travagancies in this Illneſs enough ro have kill'd 
twenty of a much ſtronger Conſtitution than my- 
ſelf, yet I could not die: In ſpire of the Malig- 
nity of the Diſtemper, in ſpite even of myſelf, 
I recover'd. But nor all the bodily Indiſpoſition 
I had endur'd, had been able to weaken the Paſ- 
ſions of my Soul: I ſtil} lov'd, and ſtill deſpair'd. 
— My Thoughts were always with Lyſander, and 
purſu'd him every where, even to the bridal Bed, 
that Grave where all my Hopes were buried ! My 
Nurſe's Houſe happening unluckily to ſtand in a 
Street pretty near that in which Lyſander liv'd, as 
ſoon as I had Strength to walk about my Chamber, 
I had the Mortification from my Window to be- 
hold him and Semanthe, now his Wife, paſs by in 
their Charior almolt every day. You may believe 
this Sight gave no ſmall addition to the Horrors of 
my Deſpair: But I will nor prerend ro repeat what 
it was I felt, whenever theſe grating Objects met 
my Eyes; it ſhall ſuffice ro ſay, cwas more than T 
cou'd bear, and J reſolved to rid myſelf of what 1 
then endur'd, without any Apprehenfions of 'what 
Futurity might give. Death was my determin'd 
Cure: But in what manner I ſhould apply it, was now 
my only Study ; and, after a long Debate in my 
Mind, Poiſon was the Means I fix'd on, as being not 
only the moſt decent, but alſo the moſt private 
Way I could perform this Deed of Deſperation; for 
J was unwilling the World ſhould be ſenſible wy 
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what 1 had done; and when I was no more, pre- 
ſerve my Shame ſtill flagrant with thoſe ſcurril Dit- 
ties, which Actions of the kind I was about to do, 
are always Themes for. I took care to conceal 
my Intentions from my Nurſe; and that ſhe might 
be the leſs watchful over me, began to counterfeit a 
Chearfulneſs, which Heaven knows was far diſtant 
from my Heart. The poor Woman was overjoy'd 
to find me, as ſhe thought, ſo much more eaſy than 
I had been; and I went out one Day, unſuſpected, 
to procure the fatal Drugs. I had recourſe to an 
Apothecary who had been us'd to make up Medi- 
cines for our Family ; and becauſe I knew how ſcru- 
pou People of that Profeſſion are oblig'd to be, 
told him, I had a little favourite Dog, which b 
ſome Accident was run mad, and having made ule 
of a thouſand Experiments for a Cure for him in 
vain, and not enduring to have him deſtroy'd any 
other way, I wou'd have ſomething to give him, 
ro put an end to his Miſery in the moſt gentle 
Manner I could; ſomething of a ſleeping Potion, 
I faid, which by degrees ſhou'd ſeize upon the 
Seats of Life, and give a ſure, but eaſy Death. The 
Man look'd on me with a good deal of Surprize, 
and, as I thought, more Penetration than I defir'd, 
he ſhould have; but, after a little Pauſe, went about 
mixing the Compoſition. I was very well pleaſed to 
think I had fo artfully deceiv d him, and come home 


with the Phyſick, which I deſign'd ſhould make a 


perfe& Cure of all my Miſeries. As I was going 


to drink ir, I began -to think I cou'd not leave the 


World in peace, without a Farewel to my unjuſt, 
but ſtill too dear Lyſander; and taking up ſome Pa- 
per, I writ to him theſe Lines: | 
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To the Dear Ruiner of my Soul and 
Body. 


S my Paſſon o was built on a more laſtin 
2 hg that of your's to me, ſo not all 
e 


ur Cruelty can have power to ſhake it: I muſt 6 
— * you ceaſe - deſire I ſhou'd be ſo; and 
ſince I cannot hope, nay, now you are another's, 
dare not wiſh any future Teſtimonies of my Affection 
ſhould be . Ae, I take the only Means to ria you of 
the Trouble: A Draught of Poiſon ſtands before me; 
and the Moment I conclude this Letter, I take my 
Journey to that World, whence there is no Return. 
What will be my Portion there, I know not; but I am 
ſure of this, that if departed Souls have any Intelligence 
of what's ated here, your Pity for my Fate will miti- 
gate the ſharpeſt Torments. A tender Sigh ſometimes, 
not even my Rival wou'd deny; and perhaps, a Time 
may come, when you ſhall own I merited much mare, 
I do not, however, wiſh you ſhou'd be touch'd too deep- 
ly with Remorſe. You are too dear to me, for me to 
deſire to give you Pain. Remember mo, if you can, 
with ſome little Softneſs ; make not my Sufferings the 
Subject of your Ridicule, nor ſeem pleas d if you hear 
ethers do ſo; and whenever my Want of Beauty, Wit, 
or any other Charm, riſes as an Evidence againſt me, 
let my exalted Tenderneſs ſtill ballance that Deficiency, 
and reflect, that as Ihave liv'd, ſo now I die, my Dear, 
Dear Lyſander, 


Oaly your's, 
, CLroMIRA. 


I kept my Word, indeed; for as ſoon as I had 
ſeal'd this up, I drank the Ingedients I had brought 
home with me: I drank it without the leaſt 
Alarm, or any of thoſe Apprehenſions, which ſo ter- 
rify the Minds of moſt People at the Approach of 
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Death, ſo much had Deſpair hardened my Heart, 
and ſtupified by Reaſon. In about an Hour, either 
the Draught it ſelf, or the Force of my Imagination 
that it muſt be ſo, operated ſo ſtrongly through my 
Veins, that I grew exceeding ſick; and fearing the 
Effects would come before I had ſertled thoſe Affairs 
I had in my Head, I call'd haſtily for the good old 
Nurſe. It was almoſt Midnight, and ſhe was in 
Bed; and believing l had been ſo too, was not a lit- 
tle frighted when ſhe. came into my Chamber, and 
found me dreſs'd as I had been all Day, and with 
ſomething in my Countenance, as ſhe ſaid, of a Hor- 
ror impoſſible to be expreſs'd. I ſent for you (ſaid 
I) to take my everlaſting Leave, — to thank you 
for- the faithful Services I have received from you, 
and to make what Recompence my leflen'd Cir- 
cumſtances have left me power to do. The poor 
Creature ſtard in my Face all the time I was 
ſpeaking ; bur the Aſtoniſnment ſhe was in, made 
her either incapable of underſtanding me, or took 
away the power of anſwering. Be not ſurpriz d, 
(reſum'd I.) I tell you this Night — I know not but 
this Hour is the laſt of my Life: Therefore while 
I have Voice to utter the Meanings of my Soul, I 
charge you be attentive, and perform my laſt Re- 
queſts. She certainly thought my Griefs had turn d 
my Brain; and haſtily interrupting me, as I ſpoke 
theſe Words, For Heaven's ſake, Madam, (ſaid ſhe,) 

ive not way to the Suggeſtions of your Melancho- 
y: You are now, God be prais d, pretty well reco- 
ver d from an llineſs in which we had juſt reaſon 
to deſpair of you : — You are now, as it were, riſen 
from the Grave, and the ſignal Deliverance ſhews 
that you are deſtin d for happier Days than thoſe you 
yet have ſeen. — Ah! do not then (continued ſhe, 
with Tears in her Eyes) endeavour to diſappoint the 
Deſigns of your all-wiſe Preſerver, by indulging 
Grief to prey upon your Senſes for the Loſs of an 
unworthy Perſon, whom, at your Return of Rea» 
fon, you muſt ſcorn, I could not ſuffer her to pro- 
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ered in this manner, but cutting her off from whar 
ſhe was going to ſay, No more, (cried I) if by an 
ill-rim'd and unmannerly Zeal you would not for- 
feit all that good Opinion your Fidelity and Obedience 
has hitherto inſpir d: — Once more I tell you, that 
I cannot, will not live: —Death is already =_ 
at my Heart; and, if I make not haſte, may 

me of the only Wiſn I now can form, and you 
of the Glory of ſerving to the laſt a Miſtreſs, who, 
if ſhe had the Power, would more expreſs her Gra- 
titude. Therefore, in few Words, by all that 
Truth and Honeſty which I believe you poſſeſsd of, 
I conjure you to deliver a Letter you will find on the 
Table into Lyſander's hands, the Moment I expire. 
to tell him that his Inconſtancy was my Death, and 
to relate the manner of it in the moſt moving Terms 
you can invent. This is all I have to ask, or to 
command. As to my Funeral, order it as you 
FR bur let me not be laid roo near my Parents, 
eſt my guilty. Aſhes ſhould diſturb the ſacred Repoſe 
of theirs —All that remains of my broken Fortune, 
after I am laid in the Earth, is yours. Though I 
ſpoke this with all the Solemnity imaginable, it was 
to little Purpoſe ; ſhe till took it for the Effects of 
my Melancholy, and began to reſume her Diſſuagons 
from letting ſuch ad Thoughts get the better of 
my Reaſon; and 1 was forc'd to tell her whar 
I had done, before I could make her believe I was 
in danger of Death, But never did Amazement 


and real Grief appear more lively than in the Face 


of this poor Wretch, at what I told her. *At-firft 
ſhe was entirely mute, and when ſhe had 
to ſpeak, her Words were nothing but Exclama- 


tions. Then, on a ſudden, thinking they were fruit- 


leſs, was —_— for a Phyſician, for a Divine, and 
railing the whole Town for my Preſervation ; nor 


cou'd any thing I ſhould have ſaid, have prevented 
her, if my Strength had not prevail'd to force 
her into a Chair, and holding her there, oblig'd hey 
to hear me tell her, That ** Poiſon I had taken was 
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not of a Nature to be expell'd, or if it were, had 
now lain too long in me to be depriv'd of its Opera- 
tion: Nay, (ſaid I) put the Caſe that what I had 
done, ſhou'd by any Means that I ſhou'd be com- 
ou to uſe be render d fruitleſs, not all the World 
ou'd force me to live another Day. If I cannot 
die the Way I chuſe, ſtill 1 will awe Way; — If not 
by Poiſon, there are Knives, of Cords :'—— My Gar- 
ters may be my Executioners: Or if deny'd theſe 
Inſtruments, you cannot hinder me from ſtrangling 
myſelf with my own Hands, or daſhing out my Brains 
againſt the Wall: To thoſe reſolv d, Death always 
is at Call. I ſpoke theſe Words with a real Deſign to 
do as I faid; and if ſhe had got Liberty to have 
brought any Perſons in to reſtrain me, I had certain- 


ly that Moment taken fome unfailing Method to 


prevent any thing they cou d have done to ſave me. 
But with theſe, and the like Speeches, at laſt I per- 
ſuaded her to content herſelf with lamenting my 
Deſparation, without endeavouring to do any thing 
to remove it. And having convinc'd her of my 


Obſtinacy to die, to ſpare the Infamy of Selt-Murder, 


he promis'd me to keep the Deed, conceal'd, and 


give out I died of an Apoplexy. But I thought 1 


mou'd never have prevail'd on her to carry the Let- 


ter to Lyſander: Her Abhorrence to him, as the Author 


of all my Misfartunes, and now; of my Death, was ſo 
great, that ſhe afſur'd me the Task of dying with 
me wou'd be far leſs ſevere than the beholding ſuch 
a Monfter: But my Tears and repeated Entreaties at 
-laſt overcame all her Scruples, and I engag'd an Oath 


from her, (for I would not in that Caſe truſt her 


- Promiſe,) that ſhe wou'd in the Morning ſee him, and 

all that I requir'd. In a very little time after 
J had brought her into the Diſpoſition. 1 deſir d, I 
found a prodigious heavineſs, like that, indeed, of 


Death, ſeize on my Spirits; and making no doubt 
but that the fatal Moment was at hand, with my 
* Nurſe's Aſſiſtance, (though, poor Soul, ſhe was in 
too great an Agony to be able to afford me moc>) 
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I got my {elf undreſs d, and put to Bed, where 1 
had not lain long before I loſt all Senſe of 

thing : Lyſander's Charms, ——his Cruelty, 
my Ruin and Deſpair were now no more remem- 
ber'd! —Oh! if one were ſure to enjoy that Tran- 
quility in a real Death, that I did in my imaginary 
one, none would ſurvive their Happineſs! At my 
return to Thought, that is, when I was loos'd from 


the Bands of Sleep, for it was no more which had 


bound down my Senſes, I was in a Conſternation 
impoſſible to be expreſs d: ——l look d on my ſelf, 
then round the Room, and I believe *twou'd have 
been pleaſant enough, if any body had been Witneſs 
of it, to have obſerv'd the oddneſs of my Behaviour 
at my firſt waking. I remember'd very well. what 
had paſs'd before I went to Bed, and cou'd not re- 
concile ſo ſeeming a Contradiction, as that I ſhou'd 
be ſtill ina World I believ'd I had taken ſuch effeRual 
Meaſures to be freed from, As I was in this Di- 
lemma, my Nurſe came into the Chamber, not with 
her Eyes o'erflow'd with Tears, and wringing her 
Hands, as ſhe had done the Night before, but with 
all the Marks of a moſt perfect Satisfaction; and 
kneeling down by the Bedſide, teſtify'd her Joy in 
moſt fervent Thankſgivings to that Divine Power 


which had ſo graciouſly been pleas'd to diſappoint” 


the unnatural Purpoſe of my Heart. I cou'd not for- 
bear interrupting her Ejaculations by ſome wild ſort. 
of Enquiries, how I came to be ſtill living; which 
ſhe preſently ſatisfy'd me in theſe Words: When I 
had left you, (faid ſhe) in all appearance dead, I 
began to conſider of the Promiſe you had obligd me 
to make; and it being near Morning, got my ſelf 
ready to go with your Letter, reſolving to take no no- 
tice of your Death to my Family till my return. After 
I had diſcharg'd that unwelcome Errand, I found a 
Man waiting at home to ſpeak with me; and he 
told me, the chief of it was to enquire if à Lady 
who lodg'd here was well; and then named you; I 
was too much confounded 51 the Queſtion to be able 

. | 2 to 
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to anſwer him without trembling and faultcring in 
my Speech, though, as well as I cou'd, I faid I hoped 
you were well; --- — that Ileft you ſo laſt Night. 1 
wiſh (reſum'd he, taking me alide) ſhe may continue 
ſo. Then, Madam, he told me he was the Apothecary 
from whom you had demanded Poiſon; but ſuſpect- 
ing you deſignd it for ſome other uſe than what 
you pretended, and fearing, if he ſhou'd deny, you 
might procure it from ſome other, he had deceiv'{ 
you with an Opiate, which cou'd be no way preju- 
dicial to the Health of the Perſon that took it, though 
it would hold the Senſes in a much deeper and longer 
Sleep than what was natural. He ſaid alſo, That 
he had caus'd you to be watch'd home, to the end 
that he might relate the Truth to thoſe about you, 
if any thing of what he imagin'd ſhou'd happen. 1 
was ſo impatient ro know what Lyſander had faid, 
ſince I found ſhe had been with him, thar I cou'd 
not give my ſelf much Time to refle& on whar ſhe 
told me concerning the Apothecary; but I found her 
willing to evade the repeating the manner of his Be- 
haviour, and gueſs'd by that he was inhuman to the 
laſt. ——What, (ſaid I) was he not ſhock'd to hear | 
died for him? —If 1 coud believe, that after fo fa- 
tal a Proof of Love he cou'd perfiſt in his Barbarity, 
F ſhou'd rejoice my Purpoſe was defeated, and would 
live to ſcorn him.—lf you are in earneſt, (interrup- 
ted ſhe) and can, indeed, continue in a Reſolution 
ſo truly noble, I will inform you of all. Which, af- 
ter my aſſuring her I wou'd do, ſhe went on in this 
manner: I gave your Letter to him, (ſaid ſhe) and 
after looking it careleſlly over: — Your Miſtreſs (ure 
is mad, (cry'd be, with an Air of Contempt) 1 long 

have thought her ſo; and the romantick Stuff ſhe has 
. wrir me here, confirms it. Indeed, Madam, (cont 
nued the good Creature) I had ſcarce power to re- 
frain flying in his Face; but though my Hands for- 

bore any Indignities, I gave my Tongue free {rope 
and when I had told him, —-nay, ſwore, (as well ! 
might, for firmly I believ d it) that you wee] 
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dead, I call'd him every Name I could invent, of 
baſe, perfidious, and deceitful; but he ſeemed as lit- 
tle to regard the Fury I was in, as the News I 
brought him, and only ſay ing, If ſne be 

the Letter requires no Anſwer, therefore be gone, 
and ceaſe your Clamour; but not finding I was very 
haſty to do as he bid me, for methought it was 
ſome little Satisfaction to upbraid this Monſter, te 
calbd one of his Servants to turn me out of doors, 
and walk'd from me as unconcerned as though I had 
brought him an Account of the molt indifferent Affair 
that cou'd have happen d. I was too well fatisfied in 
the Integrity of this good old Woman, to doubt the 
Truth of what ſhe ſaid ; and it was now that I — 
to feel that Reſentment, which by a thouſand Barba- 
rities he had long before deſerved. And, after ſome 
lirtle Struggles between departing Tenderneſs and 
growing Hate; — Tis done, (ſaid I) Reaſon, at laſt, 
has gain's a Conqueſt over au that Saftneſ, which 
has hitherto betray'd me to Contempt. Now I 
will live, and Love alone ſhall die. Nurſe brought 
ſo many and well-grounded Arguments to ſtreng- 


then me in this Reſolution, and expreſs'd her Mean» 


ing in a manner ſo much beyond what could be 
expected from her, that I have often thought ſhe was 
that Moment in ſpir'd by Heaven to aſſiſt my Weakneſs. 
In ſhort, I gave the Thoughts of Death entirely 
over. I cou'd not endure, however, to appear pubs 
lickly in the World again; and as Lyſander beiiev'd me 
dead. I was willing every body elſe ſhou'd do ſo too: 
[ order'd a Will to be drawn according to Law, in 
which I made Nurſe my Heir and ſole Executrix; 
and ſhe has perform'd every thing I delir'd with 
ſuch Kastel « and Fidelity, that not a Relation or 
Acquaintance has the leaſt Notion of my being li- 
ving. It was ſhe who heard of the Convenience 
of this Houſe for boarding in; but I wou'd not let 
her come to make any Agreement for me, becauſe 
ſhe might chance to be known, and conſequently 
the Perſon ſhe recommended gueſs'd at. Since the 


D 3. time 


728 De BRITISH RECLUSE. 


time of my being here, ſne manages my little For. 
tune, receives the Income of it when due, and give; 
me an Account of it every Quarter; which is all the 
Buſineſs I have to do in this uneaſy World. Thus, 
Madam, have I given you a faithful Account of the 
Cauſes which induc'd me to this Retirement; and! 
believe, you will own that they are ſuch as merit no 
leſs than my whole Life's Contrition. For, as Mr. Walley 
very elegantly expreſſes it, | 


Our Paſſions gone, and Reaſon in her Throne, 
Amax d we ſee the Miſchieſs we have done! 


Though Belinda had conceiv'd the higheſt Eſteem 
and Friendſhip imaginable for this fair Unfortunate, 
and was willing to offer every thing in her power 
for her Conſolation, yet ſhe cou'd not diſapprove the 
Juſtice of her Lamentations, or the Reſolution ſhe 
had taken of concealing herſelf. So much of the 
Night was taken up in the RecLuse's Hiſtory, that 
Belinda was oblig'd to defer her's till the next Day; 
but the other engaged her to come into her Cham- 
ber early in the Morning, and as ſoon as Breakfalt 
was over, demanded the performance of her Pro- 
miſe ; which ſhe readily comply'd with, and ſtrug- 
gling with ſome Sighs, which her aking Heart ſent 
forth on recollecting the Paſſages ſhe was about to 
utter, began her Relation in this manner. 


The Story of BELINPDA. 


Cannot, (ſaid ſhe) boaſt either of a Family, or 
any natural or acquir'd Endowments, which cou'd 
entitle me to thoſe Hopes the lovely and accom- 
liſh'd Cleomira might reaſonably depend on: My 
ather was, indeed, a Gentleman; and if his E- 
Nate was not the greateſt, yet it was ſuperior to 
moſt Commons, who had 'taken no other Meaſures 
to enlarge their Poſſeſſions than what was conſiſtent 
with Honeſty, and that tranquil State of Life, Chee 
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1 believe, he wou'd not have for ſook to have been 
Maſter of both fndier: And though my Education 
was only ſuch as the Country affords, yet, had I 
follow'd thoſe Precepts which my Infancy was taught, 
it had been ſufficient to have reſtrain'd me from doing 
any thing which" cou'd Yraw on me the Contempt 
of! the World. I had the Misfortune to loſe both my 
Parents within a Year of one another; but my Fa- 
ther (who was the longeſt Survivor) had a little 
before his death provided me a_ Husband, a Gentle- 
man who long had lov'd me, and who was, indeed, 
deſerving of a much better Match: His Perſon was 
extremely graceful and well- turn d; his Behaviour 
affable to all, and complaiſant as far as Sinceritywou'd 
abu} his Solidity of Judgment and ſound Rea- 
oning ſurpriz d thoſe of twice his Years; and though 

he had a peculiar Sweetneſs of Diſpoſition, which 
made it impoſſibl: for him to be an Enemy to any 
one, yet was it temper' d with a due Regard to that 
Principle of Honour which forbids any Friendſhip 
with the vicious part of Mankind, or for any private 
End or Intereſt to pretend it. Virtue and it, though 
in Rags, never fail'd to excite his higheſt Praiſes and 
moſt zealous Eſteem ; and 'Folly and Baſeneſs, though 
adorn'd with Grandeur, his Contempt and open De- 
teſtation. It was impoſſible. for a Heart ſo eacirely 
unprepoſſeſsd as mine then was, to make any Ob- 
tion, to a Perſon ſuch as I have deſcribed, eſpe- 

cially when recommended by a Father, who I knew 
tenderly lov'd me, and was moſt watchful for my 
Happineſs ; but as I had no Repugnance, fo alſo I had 
no extraordinary Satisfaion in the Thoughts of this 
Match: I felt no Hopes, no Fears, no Wiſhes, no 
Imparience, nor knew what twas to be uneaſy or 
tranſported, When I ſaw Worthly, (for that was the 
Name of this excellent Man) I was well enough 
pleas'd, indeed; but when I faw him not, I was the 
fame: In fine, every thing was indifferent to me; 
and had this Iuſenſibility continu'd, - 1 had liv'd one 
of the moſt contented Women in the World. Every 
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thing being concluded on, a Day was fix'd for the 
Celebration of our Marriage; but on the ſudden death 
of my Father, which happen'd about a Week before, 
for decency's-ſake, it was put off to a longer Time: 
Nor cou'd Worthly, (ardent Lover, as all his Action: 
ſpoke him) ſay any thing to the contrary. He 
conſtantly viſited me every Day, and I looking on 
him as a Man ordain'd by Heaven, and him who had 
the Diſpoſal of me, for my Husband, allow'd him all 
the freedom of Converſation imaginable. . The al- 
teration which the death of my Father had made in 
our Family, gave him an Opportunity of proving his 
Love and Generofity in a manner which juſtly ren- 
der'd him very dear to my Eſteem, (Oh! would to 
Heaven it had to my Affection too!) but I have ſince 
found there is an infinity of diſtance between Love 
and Friendſhip. My Father, little ſuſpecting he was 
fo near his End, had made no Will; and being poſ- 
ſeſsd of ſcarce any perſonal Eſtate, and the real des 
ſcending to my Brother, then a Student in the Uni- 
verſity, it was generally feared among our Relations, 
that myſelf and younger Siſter would be entirely Por- 
tionleſs. This Diſcqurſe ſoon reach'd Worthly's Ears; 
and he came to me one day with a more than or- 
dinary Satisfaction in his Countenance, to tell me, 
That nothing could have happen d more lucky for 
his Wiſhes, than this Means  efifying to me and 
the whole World, that it was my Love alone he was 
ambitious of; and. that he was ſo far from defiring 
my. Brother ſhould make good any thing of what 
my Father had promiſed, that he would not be de- 
priv'd of the Glory of proving himſelf not altogether 
unworthy my Regard, by marrying me without a 
Fortune, to receive with me the Treaſure of an Em- 
Pire. I muſt have been void both of Gratitude and 
common Senſe, if I had not acknowledg'd rhis Be- 
haviour to have been generous above the Rank of 
ordinary Lovers; eſpecially, when I conſider'd it 
could be none of thoſe idle Compliments which Men 
are often full of, when they think we have no 1 
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ſion to make uſe of their Service. I knew Worthly's 
Temper too well ro ſuſpect the Sincerity of what he 
ſaid ; and knew alſo, that he was too well acquainted 
with my Brother's Character to expect any thing 
from him. He was, when he lefr our Houſe, ex- 
tremely wild and thou htleſs, wholly addicted to his 
Pleaſures, and ſeem'd ſo little inclinable to any ſolid 
Reflections for the Good of his Family, or himſelf, 
indeed, that it was the univerſal Diſcourſe of the 
Country, that he would make but an ill Uſe of his 
Parrimony : But he diſappointed the Belief of every 
body ; and when he came from the Univerſity, (as 
he did ſoon after my Father's Death, to take poſſeſ- 
ſion, he being more than of Age) he made it appear 
that Learning is the beſt Poliſher of the Principles, as 
well as Manners of thoſe who apply themſelves ſeri- 
ouſly to it. He ſettled the Affairs of the Family in 
a Faſhion beyond what could have been hoped; and 
having heard of my intended Marriage with Worthly, 
and what my Father deſign'd to give me, faid he 
would be far from contradicting the Will of ſo good 
a Parent, though not compelled to it by any Form of 
Law : and ſending for a Scrivener, not only made me 
Miſtreſs of the Fortune which had been promigd, 
but bound himſelf to give my Siſter the ſame, when; 
ever ſhe ſhould marry, or come of Age. And becauſe - 
there was no ready Money left, he made over the 
Eſtate to pay it, reſerving only to himſelf a Compe- 
tency to maintain him at the Univerſity, whither he 
ſoon went back, and deſigns to continue ſome Years, 
My Brother's Generoſity did not, however, leſſen my 
Obligations to Vor thy; my Eſteem for him encreas d 
daily, and he had, indeed, ſo many excellent Quali- 
ties, that it was impoſſible, but the more one knew 
him, the more one ſhould find to admire: In fine, all 
that I knew of Love was his; nor had I the leaſt 
Notion, there was any thing farther in that Paſſion, 
than what he had inſpir'd me with. — Happy had 
I been, never to have been undeceiv'd! But my ill 
Fate decreed it 9 ſad Experience ſoon 
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inform'd me that the Effects of Love are not Tray- 
quillity and Eaſe. | 

Not having been at any publick Place, (except 
Church) fince the Death of my Father, Worthly 
would needs perſuade me to go in his Coach to fee 
a famous Horſe-Race, which was to be run a few 
Miles diſtant from the Place where we liv'd. There 
was a prodigious Concourſe of People, and great 
part of them of the beſt Faſhion in the Country 
round about; the Sight gave us a great deal of Di- 
verfion ; and when it was over, Worthly conducted 
myſelf and Siſter (for I took her with me) to x 
Houſe, where there was a noble Collation prepar'd 
for our Entertainment; and in this, as in every thing 
elſe, he teſtify'd the pride he took in obliging me, 
As we were returning home, the Coachman having 
drank too plentifully, drove in ſuch a furious manner, 
(in ſpite of his Maſter's often calling to him to take 
Care) that we were over-turn'd. None of us were 
hurt: But this Accident was the occaſion of a Miſ⸗- 
Fortune much worſe than any thing that could have 
happened by the Fall. A Gentleman, who was riding 
the fame way, and ſaw all that paſs'd, came up to 
us, and alighting from his Horſe, made us ſeveral 
Compliments on the occaſion ; and, perceiving the 
Condition our Coachman was in, entreared Worthly 
to accept of a Servant he had with him, who, he 
ſaid, had often drove a Coach, and underſtood it very 
well. The Fright that my Siſter and I were in, made 
Worthly gladly accept of the Offer; and immediately 
the young Man, by his Maſter's command, chang'd 
Seats with the Coachman. All the time of our lit- 
tle Journey, the obliging Stranger rode by the Coach- 
de, and entertain'd us with a world of Gallantry ; 
r, beſides the Charms of his Perſon, which no- 
thing ſure could ever equalize, his manner of Ad- 
dreſs had ſomething in it fo inexpreſſibly engaging, 
that had Cleomira ſeen him, Lyſander would have ap- 
ar'd leſs lovely. The RscLuse could not for- 
— ſhaking her Head and ſighing at theſe Words, 
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as believing it impoſſible for any Man to be poſſefs'd 
of Graces, which could obſcure thoſe of her Lyſander 
but ſhe would not interrupt the other by entring in» 
to an Argument, which twas probable they ſhould 
not eaſily agree upon, and Belinda went on thus: 
wWorthly, (continued ſhe) was infinitely charm'd with 
his Converſation, and gave me to underſtand, when 
we came near home, that I could do no leſs, in re- 
turn to the Civilities he had fhew'd us, than invite 
him in. My Complaiſance for him was ſufficient to 
have made me 1 to his Defire, in a much greater 
Matter ; but, alas! I granted this with a pleaſure, 
which, at that time, I knew not the meaning of, 
nor once imagined, that from the Wit and Beauty of 
this lovely Unknown, I had drawn in an Infection 
at my Eyes and Ears, which mixing with my whole 
Maſs of Blood, was to poiſon all the Quiet of my 
future Days: I cannot tell you what twas I felt, 
while in his preſence, but it was a mixture of De- 
light and Pain, a kind of racking Joy, and pleaſing 
Anguiſn. He ſtay'd not very long at our Houſe, 
Worthly was impatient to have him at his own, thar 
he might, in a faſhion which he would not take 
the freedom to uſe in ours, requite the Civilities we 
had received from him on the Road; and it was not 
till I was left alone, and had leiſure for Reflection, 
that I found myſelf unhappy enough to feel for this 
Stranger, what Worthly's conſtant Aſſiduity, and my 
knowledge of his many Virtues, never could inſpire. 
I ſuffered many Conflicts on the firſt diſcovery that 
it really was Love, which ſo ſuddenly, and without 
reaſon, had taken poſſeſſion of my Soul: My juſt 
Senſe of the Obligations I had to Worthly, and my 


Engagements to him, (from which I could not with- 
out both Ingratitude and Diſnonour recede) and my 
wild Paſſion for a Man, who, perhaps might never 
regard me with any thing more than an Indiffe- 
rence ; —a Man, who 'twas likely might be already 
married, or prepoſſeſs d with a more deſerving Ob- 
ect; — 2 Man, whoſe Temper, Principles, and Cir- 
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cumſtances, were altogether unknown to me, fill'd 
me at once with Shame, Remorſe, Confuſion, and 
Deſpair. My Mind in this diſorder, *twould be 
needleſs to ſay it was impoſſible for Sleep to enter 
2 Eyes: I paſs d the Night in a manner vaſtly dif- 
ent from all I had ever known before; nor did the 
Day bring any more Tranquillity. In the Afternoon, 
Worthly, according to cuſtom, came to viſit me; 
but, alas! his preſence was now no longer welcome, 
nor could all his good have rendered him 
ſupportable, had not his whole Diſcourſe been of the 
too lovely Stranger. He told me, that he had been 
inform'd by himſelf of all his Circumſtances; that he 
was a Baronet, his Name Sir Thomas Courtal; that 
having made the Tour of Europe, he thought his 
Travels would not be compleat, unleſs he could be 
able to give as good an Account of the Kingdom he 
was born in, as of others; and to that end, was me 
ceeding in his Progreſs thro' every Country in which 
there was any thing rare or valuable to be ſeen. He 
added to this Relation ſo many Encomiums on the 
Graces of his Perſon, the Charms of his Wit, and 
the ſeeming Sweetneſs of his Diſpoſition, that had 
I nor been already too much prepoſſeſsd in his fa- 
your, what he fig was enough to have made me 
ſo. Preſuming on my Intereſt with you (faid t his 
unſuſpecting Lover) I have engaged, that you ſhall 
give me leave to bring him to wait on you ſome- 
times, while this part of the Country is happy in 
his. preſence; which I hope (continued he, looking 
tenderly on me) will be long enough to ſee me bleſt 
in the Title of your Husband. O God! with what 
Emotions did my Boſom ſwell, when he pronounced 
theſe Words! a thouſand times I was abour to lay 
open all the weakneſs of my Soul, and warn him of 
ſo dangerous a Gueſt: but Shame as often depriv'd 
me of the power. Yes, I proteſt, it gave me a 
'Concern I cannot well expreſs, to ſee this generous, 
this undeſigning Man, thus lay a Snare for the de- 
ſtruction of his own hopes; Yer, how could I avoid 
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ir, without making a Confeſſion too ſhocking for 
my Modeſty, or his Paſſion, to be able to. ſuſtain ? 
In fine, I having ſaid nothing to oppoſe it, he brought 
him the next Day to viſit me, and they became ſo 
intimate in a little Time, that he ſcarce ever came 
without him. O what a Trial was this for a Heart 
ſo inexperienc d as mine! How did I ſtruggle to repel 
my daily-encreaſing Wiſhes? And how ftrenuouſlydid 
I endeavour to out- ce Courtal's enchanting Graces, 
by the ſolid Perfections of the other? But all in vain ; 
the tow'ring Flame grew higher by my Attempts to 
quell ir, and a little Time convinc'd me, that Almigh- 
ty Love deſpiſes all Controul. Worthly's continual 
Sollicitations for the Celebration of our Marriage, 
render'd him more diſagreeable; and the Trouble he 
put me to in finding Excuſes to delay it, made the 
Sight of him intolerable : He had too much Penetra- 
tion, not to diſcover there was an Alteration in my 
Behaviour; but having never receiv'd Teſtimonies of 
any thing more than my Eſteem, imagin'd it pro- 
ceeded only from the little Inclination he had always 
found in me to change my Condition; and redoubled 
his Preſſures in ſuch a manner, as made me ſtand in 
need of much more Artifice than I was Miſtreſs of, 
to put him off, without letting him into the Secret 
of my Reaſon for it. To heighten my Averſion, 
and ſtrengthen my Obſtinacy in refuſing him, I had 
of late obſerv'd in the charming Courtal's Eyes a cer- 
tain Languiſhment they were not us'd to wear; I 
often heard him ſigh, obſerv'd him to look pale and 
trembling, when, on any Occafion, he rouch'd my 
Hand : Symptoms which I now began to know 
were infallible Tokens of a Tenderneſs, far beyond 
that which ſprings from bare Eſteem. And while I 
flatter d my fond Wiſhes with a Belief, that I was 
ſecrerly belov'd by him, I began inſenſibly to hate 
the other, whom I look'd upon as the only Bar 
'rwixt me and all the Joys this World cou'd give. 
Tho' Worthly was one of the moſt obſequious Lovers 
that ever was, yet he was too oager * 
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lay, for which he cou'd aſſign no Reaſon; and find- 
ing me ſtill more and more averſe to any Diſcourſe 
of Marriage, he ſollicited all my Relations and Ac- 
quaintance to ſpeak to me, and learn the Cauſe, if 
ſible, why I ſhou'd now refuſe what (if my Fa- 
ther's Death had not deferr'd) had been granted with 
my free Conſent many Months before. I ſuffer'd 
a vaſt deal of Perſecution from all thoſe People he 
had engag'd in his Intereſt; and I know not what 
the unanſwerable Arguments they pleaded in his fa- 
vour might not at laſt have perſuaded me to, if he 
had not (O ill-dire&ted and unlucky Choice!) em- 
ploy'd even his ador'd Rival too in this Aﬀair. 1 
was one Day in my Chamber muſing, and full of 
unſettled Reſolutions, when I was told that Courtal 
was below: His very Name alarm'd me; but when 
I came down, and found he was alone, tis impoſſible 
to gueſs at my Surprize! He eaſily perceiv'd it in 
my Countenance ; and approaching me with the moſt 
humble and ſubmiſſive Air, A Gueſt, Madam, ( faid 
he) of ſo little Merit as the unhappy Courtal wou'd 
have ſmall reaſon to hope a Welcome here, if his 
Preſumption were not authoriz d by him, who, bleſt 
with the Divine Belinda's Love, knows the way to 
obtain Pardon for himſelf and me. From Worthly, 
Madam, (continu'd he, perceiving I was ſilent, ) the 
fortunate Worthly, I am ſent to tell you how much 
he languiſhes under the Impoſlibility of waiting on 
you this Evening, and to aſſure you, (if you can 
doubt it) that tho? unlucky Affairs detain him from 
our Preſence, his Soul and all his Wiſhes are with 
you. Tho' I was prodigiouſly confounded to find 
that Worthly had engag'd him to this Viſit, yet I was 
much more ſo at his Manner of telling it me: But 


after I had defir'd him to fit, Any Friend of Worthly's 


(anſwer'd I) ſhall always find Welcome from Be- 
linda: But, I think, ſo much is owing to the vaſt 
Merits of Sir Thomas Courtal, that there can be no 
need of any ſecond Name to introduce him any where. 
I delign'd theſe Words no other than a Compli- 
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ment; but the Confuſion with which 1 ſpoke them, 
gave him too much reaſon to believe I had a farther 
Meaning ; and looking on me with Eyes which ſeem'd 
to read my Soul, — O God! (ſaid he) what ſweet 
Enchantment do thoſe Words contain! The power- 
ful Spells diſcloſe an opening Heaven to my raviſh'd 
View ! and wrapp'd with Joys immortal, make me 
forget the Hell of Miſery I am doom'd to! — Then, 
after a little Pauſe, and venting two or three Sighs, 
which ſeem'd fo vehement as though at each his 
Heart were rent in ſunder, Pardon, Madam, (reſum'd 
he) the Violence of a ſudden Tranſport, which ſome 
deluſive Hopes that moment fir'd me with, and made 
me negle& the Buſineſs which alone has given me 
the boldneſs of waiting on you. I felt, all the time 
he was ſpeaking, Motions, which I know not how 
to account for ; I have already told you, that I had 
diſcover'd, or fancy'd that I had diſcover d, by fome 
Looks and Words, which ſeem'd to be unguarded, 
that he lov'd me; and though-I defir'd nothing fo 
paſſionately as to be aſſur'd he did ſo, yet T dreaded 
the Eclairciſſement, and began to tremble with Fear 
that he ſhould ſay ſomething which I was altoge- 
ther unprepared to anſwer. I have often reflected 
ſince how filly my inward Perturbations made me 
ſeem : Courtal muſt certainly gueſs from what 
Source the Diſorders he perceiv'd in my Countenance 
proceeded, or believe me to be extremely wanting 
in Converſation ; and I was ſo ambitious of appear- 
ing amiable in his Eyes, that I know nor if I wou'd 
not have choſe he ſhould be ſenſible of the Truth, 
rather than impute my Behaviour to any natural De- 
fect: But whatever his Thoughts were, he eas'd m 
Confuſion, by immediately falling into a Diſcour 
of Worthly, He gave him Praiſes, which, tho' not 
more than he deferv'd, were more than I was wil- 
ling to hear, at leaſt, from the Mouth that ſpoke 
them; and then began to tell me how ill the Impa- 
tience of his Love made him brook my delaying to 
give him a Happineſs, which he had fo much cauſe 
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to hope would long ſince have been compleated ; and 
that he begg'd I would aſſign ſome Period to his Suf- 
ferings, that he the better might be enabled to endure 
them. If before I was alarm'd at the Apprehenſion of 
Courtal's entertaining me in another manner, I was 
now ten times more ſo, that he did not: —It ſtung 
me to the Soul to find, that when he had ſo favour 
ble an Opportunity to diſcover his Sentiments, he 
ſhould employ it in a Theme, which (if he had 
thoſe Inclinations that I had flatter d my ſelf I had 
* 1nſpir'd) muſt be fo difagreeable to his own Deſires, 
My Fears now turn'd to Indignation ! I raged to think 
my Wiſhes had deceiv'd me, and half deſpis'd him for 
his Inſenſibility ! I wonder (ſaid I, with an Air, which 
I believe had a good deal of Contempt in it) that 
Horthly ſhould take the Meaſures he does: — Does 
he think to teize me into Compliance ? — and can 
he imagine, that any thing he can fay, or the Per- 
ſons he employs, will influence ſo far, as to make 
me grant what is not conſiſtent with, my Inclina- 
tions? — I am not diſpos'd to marry, —at leaſt, as 
yet; and if I never ſhou'd be ſo, he ought nor to 
expect I ſhould do a Violence to my own Humour, 
to pleaſure his. Theſe, and the like ridiculous Ex- 
preſſions, which my Vanity, or my Love, or both, 
drew from me, were ſufficient to let Courtal ſee 
how little real Tenderneſs I had for his Rival ; and, 
doubtleſs, encourag'd him to make the Declaration 
he preſently did. Ah, Madam! (ſaid he) you are but 
little ſenſible what the burning Impatience of a Lo- 
ver's Wiſhes make him ſuffer, — what ſtrong Con- 
vulſions, what Soul-rending Pangs invade the 
Breaſt, which throbs with doubtful ExpeRation ! —- 
For my part, — could I, like Worthly, hope, — as 
all, who know you, muſt, like him, adore, I ſhou'd 
be leſs enduring far ! Thoſe lovely Eyes ſhou'd 


ne'er have Leave to cloſe, or view another Object 
but myſelf, — nor Night, nor Day would I be ab- 
ſent: — Id follow whereſoc'er you went, — and 
with imploring, dying Looks, =— with 8 
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Tears, — with Groans, and all the natural Eloquence 
of moving Paſſion, hang on your Feet, and graſp 
thoſe happy Garments, till Coldneſs, Coyneſs, and 
Reſerve, was melted down ; — and your whole Soul 
was Tenderneſs and Pity. You might be miſtaken, 
(reply'd I briskly) for if I did not love, ſuch a Be- 
haviour would make me hare. True, Madam, (re- 
ſum'd he, holding down his Head, and ſighing) I 
know from the Unlov'd all Proofs would be unwel- 
come; and 'tis that Kaowledge has deter'd me from 
diſcovering what I feel;— elſe had my Eyes and 
Tongue, e'er now, diſclosd my Soul, and told Be- 
linda ſhe engroſs d it all;— but hopeleſs, — meritleſs, 
] have in ſecret borne the feſt'ring Wound; nor 
durſt implore my fair Phyſician's Aid, leſt, inſtead 
of Balm, ſhe ſhould apply a Corroſrve. — Even this, 
perhaps, (continu'd he, taking one of my Hands, 
and eagerly kiſſing it) you would think too great a 
Recompence for the eternal Loſs of my Repoſe. 
Tho' this Declaration would have prodigiouſly diſor- 
der'd me before, yet being made at a time when 1 
had juſt given over either the Hopes or the Fears of 
hearing any ſuch thing, it confounded me much 
more: I knew not what to ſay, nor how to look 3 
I could not repel, and was unwilling to encourage : 
bur, at laſt, thinking it beſt to take the middle Courſe, 
affected to turn his Behaviour into Merriment ; 
and, with as much Gaity as I could put on, I dare 
ſwear (faid I) there is no danger of your loſing 
your Repoſe for any Woman in the World: — You 
have too much Wiſdom to be much in Love; and moſt 
of your Sex have too much Mit, and too little Good- 
Nature not to deſpiſe the Effects of that Paſſion 
wherever you perceive them. How, Madam, (in- 
terrupted he) ſuch Words, coming from a Mouth 
like yours, carry a Severity in them more cruel than 
any thing I 5 apprehend from ſo angelick a Com- 
poſition: ——While you tell me I have Wiſdom, and 
that I know nor Love, you give the greateſt Proof 
you can, that you think me an 7deot ; for to adore 

Belinda. 
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Belinda is ſure the higheſt Wiſdom; and to be inſen- 
ſible of her Charms, is the laſt degree of Folly and 
2 Ah! would to Heaven (continued he, 
fighing) it were as much in my power to influence 
you to Compaſſion for my Sufferings, as it is to 
convince you of the Reality of them. I never 
doubted your Gallantry, (anſwered I, ſcarce able to 
retain any part of that Humour I had afſum'd) bur 
if I had, you give me now a ſufficient Teſtimony 
of it, in ſo artfully turning the Diſcourſe we were 
upon, which indeed was too ſerious to be pleaſing, 
into 'a Raillery much more entertaining. He 
would not ſuffer me to proceed, but falling on his 
Knees before me, and looking up in my Face with 
a Tenderneſs unutterable, O hold, (cry'd he) lovely 
Inſulrer ! give not to the moſt almighty Truth a 
breaking, — bleeding Heart, &er yet ſent forth, fo 
injurious an Epithet : — By Heaven, — by all that 
Man adores, — by all we are taught to hope, to fear, 
or with, you are dearer to my. Soul than Health, 
than Grandeur, Knowledge, Light, Life, or my 
eternal Peace ; — than every thing that Language 
gives a Name to : — But I may ſpare theſe Proteſta- 
tions (rejoin'd he, after a little Pauſe) too well do 
thoſe enchanting Eyes trace their own Power, — 
even now they penetrate, they pierce my Breaſt, and 
read much more, oh! infinitely more, than I can 
fay.—— He would have gone on, but the Tread of 
ſomebody coming down ſtairs, oblig'd him to break 
off, and reliey'd me from a Perplexity I know not 
how I ſhould have got through. It was my Siſter 
who came into the Room, juſt as he had riſen from 
the Poſture he was in; but the Confuſion that ſhe 
perceivd in both our Faces, made her (as ſhe ſince 
told me) gueſs what fort of Converſation he had en- 
tertain d me with; and, believing it would be a little 
agreeable to me that he ſhould have an Opportunity to 
renew it, never left us while he ſtay'd. He could not, 
indeed, after ſhe came in, expreſs his Sentiments any. 
farther by Words, but Looks, which I _ | 
| 3 
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underſtood, explain'd his Meaning; and certainly, tho 
at that time I knew it not, met with a Return too 
kind from mine. Juſt as he was taking his Leave, 
he got the liberty ro ſay ſoftly, —O divine Belinda: 
remember me: — Pardon, and pity me. Alas! 
'twas I had only need of Pity ; for never did any 
Creature paſs a Night in greater Inquietudes than 
I did the —— one: My Engagements 
to Worthly, and the Impoſſibility of breaking them, 
without rendring my {elf odious to all who knew 
me; my already furious Paſſion for Courtal, and 
the little Aſſurance I had of the Sincerity of his; — 
my Ingratitude for the one, and Weakneſs for the 
other, ſhock'd all that was noble and generous in me; 
and made me incapable of Eaſe: I had all to fear, 
nothing to hope ; nor could I form an Aim, which, 
if obtain'd, could give me perfe& Happineſs. If I 
ſhould marry Worthly (faid I to myſelf) how wretch- 
ed muſt I be ? condemn'd to loath'd Embraces, and 
the deteſted Task of forc'd Civility z — by painful 
Duty reſtrain'd from even the Wiſh of better For- 
tune, yet Inclination ſtill at war with Virtue, guilty 
and innocent at once, and miſerable in both: —Or, 
ſhould I indulge my Paſſion in the too-charming 
Courtal's dear Society, could I expect Content? Even 
in his Arms, my Breach of Promiſe, and Ingratitude 
to Worthly, his Deſpair, and the juſt Cenſures of the 
reproaching World, would embitter all my Plea» 
ſures, turn the dear purchas'd Bleſſing to a Curſe, 
and make my fancied Heaven a real Hell. In this 
manner would the different Agitations which tors 
mented me, make me argue with my ſelf. Honour, 
Reputation, and Gratitude were on Worthly's Side; 
but what are theſe when once oppos'd by Love ! 
Courtal's bewitching Charms filenc'd, at laſt, all other 
Conſiderations. ; and * had entirely vanquiſh'd 
Reaſon, if my Doubrs of his Sincerity had not inter- 
_ I could not be aſſur'd he lov'd me, becauſe 

told me ſo; or if he did, how long his Paſſion 
might continue. I had heard and read too * 
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of Men's Inconſtancy, their Flatteries, their thoufand 
Arts, to lure weak Woman to Belief and Ruin, nor 
to tremble when I thought there was a Poflihility 
he might not be exempred from. thoſe little Baſe- 
neſſes of his Sex. Theſe Meditations were the 
troubleſome Companions of my Pillow; nor could 
my domeſtick Affairs, my Siſter's agreeable Prattle, 
nor all the Amuſements which the Day brought 
with it, have power to drive them from my Thoughts: 
My Body, reſtleſs as my Mind, diſpl-as'd at every 
Thing, uneaſy every where, I wander'd up and 
down from Room to Room, till I heard Morthly 
was come to viſit me, I was little prepar'd, and 
les deſirous to have ſeen him; bur in the Hurry of 
Temper had forgot to give Orders for my being de- 
ny'd:; I receiv'd him in ſuch. a manner, as let him 
Plainly ſee he could not do a greater diſpleaſure than 
in ſtaying with me. He could nor forbear raking no- 
tice of the more than ordinary Coldneſs, and indeed 
Peeviſhneſs of my Behaviour ; and gave me ſome 
Hints, tho* with all the Reſpect in the World, that a 
Paſſion ſo truly ardent and unblameable as his had ever 
been, might have expected a more favourable Return. 
There was too much juſtice in his Complaints for 
me to be able to anſwer them, and therefore endea- 
vour'd to quell them, by telling him, That as there 
was no body, to whom I was oblig'd to be account- 
able for my Actions, to find fault with what I did, 
was not the way to engage to a Change. Madam, 
(Aid he) I never yet have been preſumptuous enough 
to find fault with any thing you think fit to do; 
but now begin to ceaſe the Hope of ever perſua- 
ding you to any thing in my favour. — I well ſce, 
that in loſing your Father, 1 loſt my only Friend ;-— 
bad he liv'd, your Obedience to him would have gi- 
ven me a Bleſſing, which I now deſpair of obtaining 
from your Love. He look'd full in my face as he 
ſpoke theſe Words, and offer'd to take me by the 
Hand; which 1 drawing back with a Reſerve, which 


came pretty near to Rudeneſs, — I find. (reſum'd he) 
| my 
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my Preſence is unwelcome, — I will therefore trou- 
ble you no farther at this time: May Heaven in- 
ſpire you with more grateful Sentiments, or give 
me a Heart able to ſupport your Cruelty. — He had 
power to utter no more; but turning haſtily away, 
went out of the Room in ſuch Diſorder, that it a 
little mov'd me: But theſe good-natur'd Emotions 
laſted not long; and what entirely chas'd em from 
my Soul, was a Letter 1 immediately after receiv'd 
from Courtal. The Words of which were theſe: 


JF to adore without a Poſſibility of Hope be 4 Sin, 

it is a Sin only againſt our own Happineſs ; à Sin 
which all Mankind, who ſee you, muſt be guilty of, 
and which Heaven, who gave you ſuch reſiſtleſs Beau- 
ties, muſt inſpire you to forgive. Yes, you' are 
too Angelick to condemn us for Faults, which are not in 
our power to avoid, _——*Tis my preſuming Tongue, not 
Heart, that has offended : I need not entreat your Par- 
don for loving you, but for declaring that I do ſo; there 
is, I fear, a dreadful Cauſe; — I ought, indeed, 0 
have died in Silence. I know not, but your Soul, in 
ſpight of your Yeſterday's Efforts to conceal it, is wholly 
raken up with a more deſerving Object, and the Im- 
pertinence of my ill- tim d Paſſion may have diſturb d 
thoſe ſoft Ideas which mutual Tenderneſs affords. — 
Tell me, divine Belinda! if I have been ſo criminal: 
Death ſhall be at once the Puniſher of my Raſhneſs, 
and Cure of my Miſery ; but if your Breaft bas any 
room for Pity, O give me leave td try at leaſt to in- 
ſpire it: None ever had a Plea more juſt, none wou d 
be more truly grateful than 


Your eternally Devoted 
CouRTAL. 
You may judge with what Tranſports I read this 


Letter, by thoſe yourſelf has felr at receiving any 
thing of this kind from the charming Lyſander ; 
and 


94 The BRITISH RECLUSE. 


and I thought I had a prodigious command of my 
Temper, that I forbore giving any greater Demon- 
ſtrations of my Joy, than what the following Lines 
contain d. | | 


"TI S impoſſible either to read, or hear you, with. 
out allowing you to be the moſt accompliſh'd, 
moſt 2 and witty of your Sex ; but whether to 
be able to retain thoſe Graces, be conſiſtent with a 
Love Fo ardent as you would perſuade me yours is, can 


0 A e judged by thoſe verſed in the Town-manner of 


eſing. I have often heard ſay, thoſe more 
#kill'd than my ſelf, — the — —— of a 
true Paſſion, is to be depriv'd of Utterance, and Inco- 
berence in Expreſſion ; and as Ihave not Vanity enough 
to imagine there is any thing in me capable of enga- 
ging you to the Reality, am unwilling to be made the 
Property of an Amuſement only. However, with that 
Sincerity, which we in the Country prefer to all Things, 
J aſſure you that my Heart is utterly unprepoſſeſs'd 
with any Idea of Mr. Worthly, farther than his good 
Qualities inſpire in all who know him; and all my 
ſofter Wiſhes are at liberty to extend themſelves where- 
ever they ſhall find an Object deſerving, by his Con- 
fancy, the Regard of 


BELINDA, 


I paſs'd the enſuing Night in infinitely more Tran- 
quillity than 1 had that before : Love baniſhed all the 
Remains of Gratitude which had ſo much diſturb d 
me: I gave a looſe to all the Tenderneſs it inſpir d; 
and in return, it flatter'd my fond Wiſhes with a near 
3 of inexpreſſible Delight. To heighten my 

elicity, early in the Morning the aſſiduous Courtal 
ſent me a ſecond Billet, in which 1 found theſe 
Lines: 


WITH 
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ITH what Words, o moft Divine Belinda! 
ſhall I expreſs the Rapture of my oerjoy'd Heart, 
at reading your dear, obliging Letter! Even the 
diſtruſt you ſeem to have of my Sincerity, is capable 
of giving me no pain, while you — to aſſure me 
there is no greater impediment to 2 hopes! This 
faithful Services will ſoon remove; but had a Perſon of 
more Merit taken up your Soul, I muſt for ever have 
deſpair'd ! —Permit me then to begin the pleaſing Tack 
of proving what I am this Afternoon; and by giving 
me an early leave to breathe out my Soul in Vows f 
everlaſting Truth before you, convince me (of what 
indeed too vaſt a Bleſſing to be eaſily believed) that 
you will not be diſpleaſed to find the moſt tender, and 
moſt faithful, as well as the moſt paſſionate of all Lo- 


vers, is | 


Your adoring ow 
CouRTATL. 


The ſeeming Sincerity of theſe few Lines ſubdued 
my eaſy Faith, and I reſolved no longer to diſtruſt 
my Happineſs: Oh! he is all Angel, 4 I. in a 
Rapture) divinely; charming in Soul as well as Body! 
I muſt,—T will, believe him. And in this hu 
of _ Joy, writ him an Anſwer in theſe 
Words. 


& be be an over-afted Modeſly, and ne 7 | 


be taken for Stupidity, to feign an Inſenſibiliiy 

of your Attractions: The proudeſt of my Sex 
would glory in the Conqueſt of a Heart like yours; and 
I confeſs, without a Bluſh, to find myſelf that happy en- 
vyd Woman would gratify an Ambition, which, un- 
knowing you, there could not be a ground for. The 
Favour of your Viſits, however, I know not, as yet, how 
to receive: Worthily, how ſmall a part ſoever he had 
in my Heart, has met with Encouragement from my 
Father, and in obedience to his Commands, from oc 
| aA 
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ſhall know more of the Sentiment: of - 
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and Prudence forbids too ſudden a Turn in an Aﬀair 
of ſo much Conſequence ; 'but, if I find you in the litth 
bod behind our Honſe, about Five this Evening, you 


BELIxDA. 


Vou will, doubtleſs, wonder, that a Maid $i little 
accuſtomed to Converſation ſhould not ſtart at the 
very Thought of an Aſſignation ſuch as this; but 
whether ir were, that the inexperience of the World, 
and the baſeneſs of Mankind, kept me from ima, 
Lining the danger, or the violence of my Paſſion 
from regarding it, I muſt leave to the charity of 
your Opinion: But, I confeſs, I felt not the leaſt 
regret for what I had writ, and had no uneaſineſs 
but what ſprung from my impatience for the ap- 
pointed Hour, At laſt it came, and while I told the 
Clock, my Soul exulted with a pleaſure, which till 
then I never knew. I believe I need not tell you ! 
found Courtal in the Wood ready to receive me; 
you. will eaſily imagine, that the moſt trifling Incli- 
nation will, before enjoyment, wing the aſliduity 
of that ungoverned and inconſtant Sex; but I wiſh 
there were a poſſibility of informing you in what 
manner he accoſted- me, for there was ſomething in 
it ſo much beyond imagination, charming and en- 
gaging, that it in part would juſtify. my Behaviour 
toward him. — All his Geſtures were fo humble and 
beſceching, yet withal fo graceful z —all his Looks 
were accuſtomed with ſuch a piercing Softneſs; — 
all his Words'expreſs'd ſo real a Tenderneſs, ſo per- 
fect a Sincerity, and fo pure a Zeal, that even you, 
too ſadly skill'd in the vile Arts of falſe deceiving 
Man, muſt have believed and truſted him! I Walk d 
with him, heedleſs of the ſwift paſſing Hours, till 
Day was almoſt ſpent ; and it was not till the want 
of Light depriv'd me of the por of gazing on 
him, that 1 conſidered how long I had been with 
him; and that we were wandered, inſenfibly, per- 
haps, to either of us, at leaſt to me I am ſure it 15 
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ſo, a great diſtance from the Houſe, and into the 
thickeſt and moſt obſcure part of the Hood. But it 
was in vain, that I reminded him how convenient 
it was that I ſhould return; he was too preſſing, I 
too tranſported to be able to refuſe him ſo ſmall a 
Favour as my Company a few Minutes longer. Ne- 
ver was a Night more deleQable, more aiding to 4 
Lover's Wiſhes ! the arching Trees form'd a Canopy 
over our Heads, while —_ the gently * 
Boughs ſoft A in lulling Murmurings, 

fann d us with delicious Gales! a thouſand Nigh- 
tingals ſung amorous Ditties, and the billing Doves 


coo d out their tender Tranſports! —Every thing was 


ſoothing, —every thing inſpiring! The very Soul of 
Love ſeem'd to inform the Place, and reign through- 
out the whole, A little tired with walking, my 
too-dear Companion had af op + on me toreſt my 
ſelf on a fine graſſy Bank, which was at the foot 
of a Tree: He took the licens'd freedom to 
place himſelf by me; and, methought, we ſat with 
all the Sweets of Nature blooming round us, like the 
firſt happy Pair, while bleſs'd with Innocence, they 
knew not Shame, nor Fear. But he, alas! had 
other Notions, and aiming only at my Ruin, be- 
lieved he could not chuſe a fitter Seaſon, and perhaps 
never ſhould have ſo favourable an opportunity as 
this. He now began to mingle Kiſſes and Embraces 
with his Vows: My Hands were the firſt Victims 
of his fiery Preſſures; then my Lips, my Neck, my 
Breaft ; and perceiving that, quite loſt in Extaſy, I 
but faintly reſiſted what he did, far greater Boldneſſes 
enſued! My Soul diſſolved! its Faculties over« 
powered! —and Reaſon, Pride, and Shame, and Fear, 
and every Foe to ſoft Deſire, charmed to forgetful» 
nels! my trembling Limbs refus'd to oppoſe the 
lovely Tyrant's Will! and, if my faultering Tongue 
entreated him to deſiſt, or my weak Hands attempted 
to repulſe the encroaching liberty of his, it ſerv'd 
but, as he faid, the more to inflame his Wiſhes, and 


raiſe his Paſſion to à higher pitch of Fury! Oh! 1 
vol. II. | E "hs r 


93 The BRITISH RECLVUsðS x. 


had been inevitably loſt, had not Heaven ſent me x 
Deliverance, even in the moment I was about to be 
made the moſt wretched of its Creatures. Worthly, 
born for my Preſervation ! Worthly, doomed 47 
me all manger of good Offices, though to my own 
n bad been to enquire for me; and not 
finding me at home, happened to come into the 
Hood, not miſtruſting I was there, but to indulge 
that Melancholy my late carriage had inſpired. Chance 
had led him to that pare where we were, and hearing 
my Voice, he kept himſelf concealed, and was wit- 
neſs to all the latter part of our Converſation: He 
peapd enough, Heaven knows, to make him ſcorn and 
ate me; yet, generous to the laſt, when I was on 
the very brink of Ruin, he ruſhed forth and ſaved 
me. Riſe, Villain, (ſaid he) and prepare for a diffe- 
rent Encounter: Lou fhall not live to wrong ano- 
ther in the manner you have done me; nor ſhall that 
Woman, ungrateful as ſhe is, fall a Sacrifice to your 
baſe Deſires. The ſurprize that Courtal was in at 
theſe Words, and the knowledge who it was that 
ſpoke them, did not hinder him from putting him- 
af in a poſture to receive him : He had his Sword 
out almoſt as ſoon as the other. But what was my 
Confuſion, - my Diſtraction, to find my {elf thus ex- 

| ! and tothe Man from whom, of all the World, 
moſt defired my weakneſs ſhould be concealed! |! 
had certainly run between their Swords, and received 
thoſe Wounds each deſigned for the other, but 
ſhame and horror ſtruck me motionleſs ; and with: 
out the power even of endeavouring to prevent it, 
muſt have been witneſs to ſome fatal Conſequence, 
of which myſelf was the cauſe, if my Siſter, being 
told. by ſome body that ſaw me, where I was, and 
wondring at my ſtay, had not at that inſtant come 
with ſome of the Servants in ſearch of me. The 
Rivals, on the firſt appearance of the Lights 

ſhe brought with her, ſheath'd their Swords; but ſhe 
ſaw enough in all our Faces to inform her, that ſome- 
ching extraordinary had happened: But it was in vain 
| = for 
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for her to enquire, we all were ſpeechleſs with our 


ſeveral agitations; till Worthly, turning to Courtal, 


We are prevented now, (ſaid he) but I ſhall take a 
time more proper to reward your Villany ; and gi- 
ving him a furious look, | flung haſtily away, with- 
out ſtaying for his Anſwer. Courtal was either leſs 
diſturbed, or had infinitely more command of his 
Temper than any of us on this occaſion z'and ſeem- 
ing to take no notice of his Rival's Words, gave me 
his Hand, in order to conduct me home: But I could 
not now endure he ſhould: look on me, or touch 
me; and leaning on my Siſter with one Hand, and 


with the other holding a Handkerchief before my 


Face, to hide as much as poſſible my diſorders, made 
what haſte I could from that unlucky Place. He did 
not leave us, however, till we got quite to our door; 
and as we went, .made uſe of all his Rhetorick to 
perſuade me to think no otherwiſe of what had hap- 
pened, than as a Matter of no Conſequence. It was 
wholly improper I ſhould anſwer him as I would, 
therefore forbore anſwering. at all: Nor was it to 
any purpoſe, that my Siſter begg'd me to make her 
a relation of this Adventure, — 1 we came home; 
and only telling her, that I was not in a talking hu- 
mour, and bidding her trouble me no farther, I ſhur 
myſelf into my Chamber, and there gave a looſe to 
all the diſtracted Emotions of my Soul.— Oh!] what 
did I not endure this cruel Night? and what, indeed, 
muſt I for ever endure, in the reflection on the dread- 
ful Conſequence? Belinda could not come to this 
t of her Story without falling into agonies, much 
ike thoſe which had ſo often interrupted the R- 
CLUSE in the courſe of her's; and it was now that 
Lady's turn to comfort; which ſhe. did with ſuch 
ſucceſs, that the other was ſoon able to reſume her 

Diſcourſe in this manner: A | 
The ſhame and confuſion that I was. in, (ſaid ſhe) 
at what happened, was not all that tormented me 3 
I had Fears, which were, if poſſible, more alarm- 
ing even than my * I knew very well the 
2 violence 


—— 
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violence of Worebly's Paſſion for me: I ſaw the 
| on rage my Behaviour had put him in, and remen. 
ed what he ſaid to Courtal at parting, and could 
not hope this Adventure would end without Blood. 
After a thouſand Inventions how to prevent the 
Miſchief I with fo much reaſon dreaded, I reſolyd, 
at laſt, to try my power once more with Worthy, 
and compos'd my Thoughts, as well as I could, to form 
a Letter to him, in which I confeſs d that I had been 
ungrateful to his Affection, and by my Folly and il 
Conduct, had now rendered myſelf utterly unworthy 
the continuance of it; but conjured him by the me- 
mory of that tenderneſs he once had for me, not 
to publiſh. my weakneſs to the World, by maki 
any. noiſe of this Affair. I writ alſo to Court 
and entreated him, by all the Paſſion he profeſs 
for me, and by thoſe Aſſurances my late condeſcen- 
ſion had given him of mine, to avoid all occaſions of 
meeting Worthly; and if he ſhould receive any Let- 
ter or 'Meſſage like what bis laſt Words imported, 
to lay aſide his Honowr in favour of his Love, and 
the conſideration how much my Reputation muſt 
ſuffer in a Quarrel of that nature. I expreſs d theſe 
Requeſts to both of them in the moſt moving 
terms I was capable of, and what effect I might 
have — I know not; for though I went not 
to bed all Night, it was ſo late the next Day before 
I had finiſhed, that juſt as I was ſealing vp the laſt, 
I was interrupted by my Siſter's knocking violently a 
my Chamber- door, and calling me to open it, in 
tone, and with a diſorder, which told ſomething more 
than ordinary was the cauſe, before I gave her en- 
trance: But when 1 had, —O Siſter! ({aid ſhe) Worthy 


is kilkd—— murdered by Sir Thomas Courtal, and his 
Servants ſay it was on your account they fought — 
O God! what chilling Horrors ſeiz'd my whole 
Frame when ſhe pronounc'd theſe Words ? If the 
ſpoke any thing more, 1 was incapable of hearing 
it, for I fell immediately into a ſwoon, in which 

Thy fo long, that, as they ſince told me, * 
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nor the Maids that ſhe called to my aſſiſtance, be- 
lieved 1 ſhould ever recover. But my Miſeries were 
not to have ſo ſhort a date, and I again returned to 
Senſe, —to all the Racks of Thought and curs'd Re- 
membrance. As ſoon as my Agonies would give 
me leave to ſpeak, and to enquire, I received the 
confirmation of the diſmal Story. They told me 
that the Body of Worthly, covered with Wounds, and 
all beſmeared 'with Blood, was juſt brought by our 


Houſe, in order to be carried home, his Seat not be- 


ing above a Bow-ſhot diſtant from ours; and, 


that a Servant, who was witneſs to his dying Words, 
and ſeemed acquainted with the whole Affair, waited 


to ſpeak with me. As much as I dreaded to hear 
what the Fellow had to ſay to me, yet I ordered he 


ſhould come up; and when he did, deſired him to 


give me an Account of all he knew concerning this 
enhappy Accident, which he preſently did in theſe 
Words: Early this Morning, (ſaid he) my Maſter 
called me up, and giving me a Letter, commanded 
me to carry it to the Inn where Sir Thomas Courtal 
ky. I found him in Bed; but he immediately roſe, 
and gave me an Anſwer in writing. At my re- 
turn my Maſter was dreſsd; and as ſoon as he had 


read what 1 brought, 41 himſelf to go out, and 


ſeeing me about to follow him, as was my duty, 
be forbid me, with a peeviſnneſs which he was not 
uſed to expreſs himſelf with. This Charge, and the 
agitations I had obſerved both in his Countenance, 
and that of Sir Thomas's, while he was reading the 
Letter, gave me ſome ſuſpicion of the Truth. I ac- 
quainted one of my Fellowes with my conjecture, and 
we both thought it our duty to ſeek him; but in 
reſolving what to do, we had waſted fo much Time, 
that at our entrance into x Field, (not far from hence, 
and, which we thought; if any thing of what we 
imagined were true, would be as likely a Place as 


any for the Scene of action) we met Sir Thomas, 
who ſeemed to be in a prodigious hurry, I ask d if 


ke had ſeen my Maſter; and he anfwered that he had 
* E z eu = 
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not. But we did not put ſo much confidence in 
what he ſaid, but that we went on in the way we 
perceived he came from, and ſoon found my poor 
Maſter breathing out his laſt. When we came near 
him, Harry, ({aid he to me, with a Voice ſcarce in- 
relligible) I am kill'd: — Tell Belinda that I die for 
her,—and warn her to take care of He was able 
to bring forth no more; for at that inſtant, Death 
clos'd his Lips for ever. Here the poor Fellow en- 
ded his fad Account, and was juſt going out of 
the Room half-blinded with his Tears, when I call'd 
him back, to ask what was become of. Courtal. You 
may be ſure, Madam, (anſwered he). that I would 
leave nothing undone for the revenge of my dear 
Maſter's Blood; and as ſoon as the Body was carried 
home, took Perſons with me to ſearch for him at 
the Inn: But he was too ſpeedy for my diligence, 
and, with both his Servants, had taken Horſe, and, 
I fear, is gone beyond the reach of thoſe ſent in 
purſuit of him; for we could get no Intelligence 
which Road he took. Though I had all the real 
Concern imaginable, and Grief for Worthly's death, 
and the Canſe of it, yet, I confeſs, I could not hear 
that Courtal was out of danger, without a ſectet 
joy, which was but too guilty. I diſſembled it, 

owever, and diſmiſs'd the Fellow with a belief that 
all the forrow I had been in, ſprung only from the 
loſs of his Maſter, All our Family were of that Opi- 
nion; and I had the opportunity of vailing my other 
Troubles under that covert, which was both juſt 
and laudable. I had, indeed, ſo much anxiety of 
Mind, with every thing together, that I was not a- 
ble to ſtay in a Place, where all I ſaw or heard 
would but put me more in remembrance of my 
Misfortunes; and I will not tell you, but the im- 
poſſibility of ever ſeeing Courtal there again, was 
the chief Reaſon of making it odious to me. 1 
therefore ordered the Coach to be got. ready, and 
the fame day went to a Relation's Houſe, about 
eight Miles farther in the Country, deſiring my Sk 
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if any Letter ſhould come, to ſend it to me there; 
or 1 imagined Courtal would write to me as ſoon 
2s he thought himſelf out of Danger. I gave her 
o ſtrict a Charge to take care of it, that, joined to 
ſome other little Remarks ſhe had made on my late 
Carriage, made her not far from gueſſing the Truth of 
my Sentiments; and ſhe took the Liberty of re- 
proaching me with Ingratitude and Inconſtancy. I 
gave myſelf but little Concern to perſuade her that 
] did not deſerve to be taxed with thoſe Vices; but 
redoubling my Deſires that ſhe would ſend any Let- 
ter that ſhould be directed to me, took my Leave. 
What I did ſoon after, will convince you that no- 
thing, indeed, was able to abate that wild Paſſion 
that Courtal had inſpired me with; for having waited 
at my Couſin's Houſe about nine or ten Days, and 
hearing nothing from home, I grew ſo unealy, that 
I reſolved to be gone from thence. I remember d 
to have heard Courtal iay he bad Buſineſs in Lon- 
don, which would oblige - him to defer the Pro- 
greſs he intended to make through the Counties till 
next Year, and fan-ied he might be gone directly 
thither. I did not doubt but if he were, I ſhould 
be able to find him our; and when once this Belief 
bad ſettled itſelf in me, I delayd not a Moment, 
but borrowing Horſes and a Servant of my Cou- 
ſin, went ſtraight to Warwick, and from thence 


| took the Stage for London. It was that Kinſwoman 


who directed me to this Houſe, having formerly 
been a Boarder here herſelf; and aſſuring me that if 


any Packet came from our Houſe, ſhe ſhould ſend 


it immediately after me, made me pretty well ſatiſ- 
fied in my Mind, that no Miſtake would prevent the 
Bleſſing of hearing from him, and knowing where 
to find him, in caſe I ſhould miſs of him in London. 

The Fatigue of my Journey did not hinder me 
from ſending, as ſoon as I came here, to all publick 
Places to enquire for him; but no ſuch Perſon was 
to be found: And what amazed memoſt, was, that a 


Man of that Faſhion, and ſo noted as I imagined him 
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to be, ſhould be utterly unknown to every body, 
I did not in the leaſt doubt, but that if I had not the 
|” Fortune of meeting with him here, I ſhould 

able to get a perfect account of his Character and 
Circumſtances; but, alas! the Name of Comrtal was 
as little known as the Arabian Dialect; and I might 
have ſpent my whole Life in a fruitleſs Inquilition, 
had I not believed my want of Intelligence was in 

t meaſure owing to the careleſſneſs of thoſe I 
employ'd, and reſolved to be my own Spy in an Af, 
fair of ſo much Conſequence to my Peace, I had 
no ſooner determin'd on this, than an Opportunity 
offer'd as lucky as 1 could have wiſh'd: One of the 
Boarders here happened to have a young Lady, a Re- 
lation of her's, come to viſit her: There being a very 
good Tragedy acted that Night, they agreed to go 
ro ſee it; and having talked of ir before me, ask d if 
J would accompany them thither: Though I had 
very little reliſh for that, or any other Diverſion, 
as my Affairs were, yer I was extremely pleaſed 
with the Propoſal, believing no Place more probable 
to give me a ſight of him, whoſe Preſence was all 
my Wiſhes aimed at. Neither of them were dreſſed 
for the Boxes; and I had an inexpreſſible ſatisfaction 
in my Mind, to think, that if I ſhould be ſo fortu- 
nate to meet Courtal there, I ſhould have the Oppor- 
tunity to obſerve his Manner of Behaviour, unſeen 
by him. In ſhort, we all went in a Diſhabilie 
to the Gallery, and choſe to fit in the very Cor- 
ner of it, where, without being taken notice of 
ourſelves, we might ſee with eaſe all the Perſons 
that came into the Houſe, The Ladies that came 
with me, knowing me to be a Stranger, were ſo 
complaiſant as te give me an Account what and 
who moſt of the Company of any Note were, as 
they came into their Places; but I had little Ears for 
their Diſcourſe, my Soul was all collected in my 
Eyes, and buſily employ d in ſearch of him, whom 
the Hope of ſeeing only had engaged my being there. 
Long I had look d in vain, till the Houſe being pre 
Ul, 
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full, and I beginning to deſpair. of being ſo happy, 
at laſt I aw him enter. His Charms were too pe- 
culiar, and my Thoughts too full of them, not to 
make me know him the Moment he ſet his Foot 
into the Box. — Good God! How lovely did he ap- 
pear that Night! How graceful! Thoſe Perfections 
which in the Country, where a Bon Mien is a Pro- 
digy, one might think ſhewn to advantage were 
no leſs diſtinguiſhable among. 4 Croud of Beaux! 
Surrounded by thoſe, who by their very Air one 
might perceive made it their Study to attract, he 
ſhone with a ſaperior Brightneſs, and with an unaf- 
fected manly Majeſty afferted the dignity, of his 
Charms, and ſeemed to ſcorn each. trifling Emula- 
tor. As 1 was contemplating on his uamatched 
Beauties, I heard one of my Companions ſay to the 
other, Coulin, do you ſee whois yonder? Yes, (replied 
ſhe that was ſpoke to) I find that Villain, to his 
other Vices, has that of being aſhamed of nothi 
How unconcerned he looks, (reſumed the er) 
and yet, I believe, this is the firſt time of his appear- 
ing {ince his late baſe Action. They had a good deal 
more of this kind of Diſcourſe between themſelves, 
which I bur little regarded, not knowing of whom 
they were talking, nor the leaſt imagining that any 
thing. of what they ſaid was any Concern of mine; 
till ſome Ladies coming into the Box ever-againſt 
us, I aw Courtal quit his own, and ſtepping haſtily 
into that in which they were, ſeemed to entertain 
them with a world of Gaiety, and with a Familia» 
rity which gave me a Taſte of what. (by the little 
I felt) I believe to be the moſt dreadful of all Paſſions, 
ealouſy ! One of them, though I hated her for the 
nag aw Is us'd him wa I =p ha for- 
inking eeable; but ſhe that ſat by 
her, tho” not be Ik part ſo engaging, a 
peared to have the greateſt ſhare of Courtals Admi- 
ration. I perceiy'd he look d on her with a beſeech · 
ing Air, and a Tenderneſs in bis. Deportment, which 
made me almoſt mad, 1 255 the other often pull d 
0 a > apo. "ut 
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I imagined hey to be infinitely ſo: What ſhe told me 
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bim by the sleeve, patt 

him, and ſeemed, by a World of little Fondneſſes, to 
"endeavour to oblige him to a more peculiar Regard, 
Judge what my Condition was at a Sight fo unex- 


patted his Hand, whiſpered to 


pected, fo fatal to my Hopes! I felt in one Moment 
all that Deſpair and Rage, and Jealouſy, could inflict; 


and it was as much as I could do to reſtrain myſelf 
from giving ſome Proof of it, which would 2 
made me ridiculous to the whole Aſſembly. Not 


being able to obſerve their Motions any longer with 
—.— I turned to her that fat next me, and ask d 

ſhe-knew who thoſe Ladies were. One of them 
(anſwered ſhe) is the Wife, the other the Miſtreſs of 
that Gentleman that juſt now placed himſelf be- 
hind them. The Wife ! (interrupted 1, in a 
much greater Surprize than can be eaſily compre- 


hended ) The Wife did you ſay, Madam? Yes, (re- 


ſumed ſhe,) that Lady in the green and ſilver Bro- 
cade is his Ve; but though ſhe is accounted one 
of the moſt celebrated Beauties in Town, and is 
certainly a Woman of a very excellent Temper, had 
a vaſt Fortune, and has not married much above 
a Year, yet ſhe poſſeſſes but a ſmall ſhare in her 
unworthy Husband's Affection: I dare {ware ſhe has 
this Moment a weight of diſcontent upon her Heart, 
though her Prudence enables her ro conceal any 
Marks of it in her Countenance and Behaviour : That 
Creature by her, in the flowered Damask, who has 
neither Beauty, good Shape, or any thing to recom- 
mend her but a little flaſhy Wit, and a vaſt deal of 
Aſſurance, ſhe is obliged, for her domeſtick Peace, to 
be civil to, though every body knows her to be the 
moſt cruel Enemy ſhe has, and that ker Husband 
Paſſes moſt of his Hours, and great Part of his Sub- 
ſtance, with her. All the Time ſhe was ſpeaking, 
though I liſtened attentively to what ſhe uttered, I 
had my Eyes fix'd on Courtal: I loved with too 
much Paſſion, not to be aſſured it was he I ſaw be- 
fore me; — I knew I could not be miſtaken, but 


was 
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as ſo inconſiſtent with the Idea I had formed of his 
Humour, or the Character I had heard of his Cir- 
cumſtances, that I could not believe one tittle of 
what ſhe ſaid. Madam, you are prodigiouſly de- 
ceived (cried I, in a kind of diſdain) in the Perſons 
you are talking of: that Gentleman was my parti- 
cular Acquaintance in the Country, and I am confident 
has no Wife, or, if he had, is not of a Principle ſo 
vile to uſe her in the manner you deſcribe. I know 
not (ſaid the other Lady) what he oy have done 
to entitle him to your good Opinion, but am very 
certain, there are too many here who know .him to 
be a far worſe Monſter than my Couſin has repre- 
ſented him. I ſhould be very much. aſhamed; (re- 
joined I, more warmly than before) to. take the Part 
of a Man, who really could deſerve thoſe Severities 
ſome Reports may have exacted from you, but muſt 
ask your pardon, if I tell you, that I cannot recede 
from what I have ſaid, becauſe I am. confident, if 
Sir Thomas Courtal were ſenſible of the Accuſations 
he lies under, he would find it no difficult matter to 
clear himſelf, —Sir Thomas Courtal ! (cried they both 
out ;) for Heaven's ſake, who are you talking of? 
The Man (anſwered I, more amazed at that 22 
than at what they had told me of him) whoſe Cha- 
rater you have been ſo free with, —— Bleſs me! (ſaid, 
one of them,) I know him not: Nor I, (cried the 
other:) I thought we had all this while been ſpeaking 
of my Lord | | . 

Here Belinda made a full ſtop, as conſidering whe- 
tber ſhe ſhould name him; and after about a Mo- 
m ent's Reflection, —— You will pardon me, (ſaid ſhe 
to the RECLUSE,) if I conceal the real . Name of 
this ungrateful Man; for, I confeſs, in ſpite of the 
Deceit he has uſed me with, and the Crimes he has 
been guilty of, I have ſtill a Tenderneſs for him which 
makes me unwilling to expoſe him. And the R- 
CLUSE, aſſuring her ſhe would be far from deſiring 
to 5 "wy wor! than ſhe OP 2 fit to re- 
veal, gave her leave to proceed in her Diſcourſe in 
this Manner. * * If 
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If before (continued ſhe) I thought theſe Ladies 
were miſtaken, I was now confirmed they were ſo, 
when they named a Perſon altogether.a Stranger to 
me. I knew (faid I) you muſt at laſt acknowledge 
our Error; that Gentleman to whom you give the 
itle of Lord is no more than a Baronet, his Name is 
Sir Thomas Courtal ; and, Iam ſure, if he were ſen- 
ible of it, would be very ſorry to have any Reſem- 
blance of a Man ſo baſe. Good God! (ſaid one of 
them) you will not go about to perſuade us, that 
he, in the White trimmed with Gold, is any other 
than the Perſon we have named. I am very certain 
it is not, (anſwered I.) As we were in this Diſpute, 
a Woman came to us to know if we wanted any 
© Fruit: Since (aid the Lady) we are not able to con- 
vince you, let this Woman be the judge: Theſe fort 
of People are acquainted with every body, and ſhe 
can have no Intereſt in diſguiſing the Truth. When 
ſhe had ſpoke theſe Words, ſhe beckoned the Woman, 
and making a pretence of buying ſome Fruit, defired 
her to tell us who that Gentleman was; ſhe immedi- 
ately confirm'd what my Companions had ſaid, and run 
on in a good deal of impertinent Chat about him. 
You ſee (reſumed the Lady that boards here) how 
much your Eyes, or the great likeneſs there may 
| de between two Perſons, has deceived you; but we 
1 | have ſufficient Reaſons to know what he is, which 
f when we come home I will acquaint you with. At 
| that Inſtant the Curtain drew up, and the Attention 
I found they were willing to give to the Play, pre- 
vented any farther Diſcourſe: But how I paſſed the 
time of the Performance, cannot be conceived, with- 
out being poſſeſſed with Agitations ſuch as mine: I 
| had no room to hope there was a probability of ſo 
| many Perſons being miſtaken, and his Behaviour to 
Fi the Ladies that fat in the Box with him, confirmed 
1 the Character I heard of him to be too true. But 
| preſently after I received a Demonſtration, which took 
| from me all poſſibility of doubting the reality of 
| wy Misforrunes: When the Play Was done, * 
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no Servant there to provide us a Coach, we were 
oblig'd to wait at the Door for one to come to us, 
which it could not do immediately, being hindred 


by a Chariot which ſtood ready for its Owner's Ap- 


proach. I obſer vd there were two or three Foot- 
men belonging to it; and one of them, tho' now in 


2 different and much richer Dreſs, I perfectly re- 


member'd to be the Man that officiated in the place 
of poor Morthly's Coachman, that fatal Day in which 
I firſt beheld rhe perjur'd Courtal, and fince had been 
the Bearer of thoſe Billet, I receiv'd from him. I 
pulbd my Hood as forward as I could, to prevent his 
ſeeing my Face, and changing my Voice, ask d him 
to whom that Chariot belong'd ; and he had no 
ſooner told me (as I fear'd he would) the Name 
which had given me ſuch Confuſion, than I per- 
ceiv'd him coming. the Lord, or Courtal, or both, 
for both indeed were one. He conducted the Ladies 
he had been with, into the Chariot; and ſtepping 
haſtily into a Chair e — w/e, re 
of the Opportunity o ing and upbraiding him, 
as elſe I Mould — — * diſtratted Condition 
I then was, without any Regard how improper it 
was I ſhould do ſo in ſuch a Place, and before the 
Company I had with me. After this, we got into'a 
Coach; and the Lady who came to viſit her that 
lives here, fat us down, it being in her way home. 
One would imagine, that to find my felt thus cruelly 
deceiv'd, had been ſufficient to have made me forego 
all the Tenderneſs which had led me into ſuch Miſ- 
fortunes ; and if I could not think of him with Ha- 
tred, to endeavour not to think of him at all: But 
in ſpite of the juſt Rage I was in, the Impatience, 
the jealous Curioſity of a Lover ſtill remain'd: I re- 
member'd that one of the Ladies told me, they had 
particular Reaſons. to know who the Perſon was 
whom I affirm'd to be Sir Thomas Courtal, and had 
hardly patience to ſtay till Supper was over, for the 


Performance of the Promiſe ſhe made me to acquaint 


me with them. I was beginning to ſtretch: my Io- 
. 2 vention 
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vention to form a Story to make her believe, that 
it was wholly on the account of a Friend, and not of 
any farther Conſequence to me, which had made me 
ſo inquiſitive, leſt by giving her occaſion to ſuſpect 
the Truth, I ſhould expoſe my ſelf to the Ridicule 
of the whole Family. But I might have ſpar'd my 
ſelf that Trouble: The Averſion ſhe had to him 
kept her from regarding any thing but the Pleaſurs 
it gave her to have an opportunity of telling a ſtory 
ſo much to his diſadvantage ; and I had little occa- 
fion for Entreaty to engage her to fatisfy my Cu- 
rioſity, and make me ſenſible, that the Man I had 
conſider'd as ſo worthy Adoration, that all I could 
do for him was rather a Merit than a Fault, was 
_ the moſt vile, and moſt perfidious of his 
X. 6 ö 
She illuſtrated the Hiſtory ſne gave me with many 
Circumſtances, Which aggravated the foulneſs of the 
Fact: But ſo much Time has been taken up in the 
recounting of my own Affairs, that I will not de- 
tain your Attention in relating the Particulars of this, 
and ſhall only, by giving you the Heads of what ſhe 
told me, let you ſee that I am not the on'y Woman 
whom his Artifices haye render'd miſerable. The 
Siſter of that Lady who came to viſit her that lodges 
here, tho' for a very different Reaſon, is as unhappy 
as my ſelf, and ſuffers as much in the not loving 
him, as I do for loving him too well. She is, it 
ſeems, one of the moſt agreeable Women in Town: 
Her Accompliſhments are ſuch as cannor fail of at- 
tracting a great Number of Admirers; but among 
the reſt, there was a young Man of Quality, who 
rofe(s'd the higheſt Eſteem for her, and ſhe thought 
bh ſelf no leſs is in his Addreſſes, than he did in 
her acceptance of them, They long had lov'd each 
other with a moſt violent, tho pure Affection; but 
either through diſparity of Birth, or ſome other 
Reaſon, both thought convenient to N A- 
mour a Secret. That Villain (for I ſhall henceforth 


call him by no other Name) being an intimate Friend 


e. 
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of the Lovers, was the only truſted Perſon. He 
convey'd Letters between them, and through his 
means they had frequent Opportunities of meeting. 
He continu'd faithful for ſome time; but Miranda 
was, it ſeems, too charming, not to be capable of 
making an Impreſſion on any Heart, much more on 
one ſo amorous as his; and he is too baſe not to 
make uſe of any Means, which might give him the 


atification of his Wiſhes, and too artful to be at a 


oſs to find them. As by his Contrivance they had 
often met, ſo by his Contrivance they were at laſt 
entirely parted; both having a Confidence in his Sin- 
cerity, yielded an implicite Faith to what he ſaid : 
And he ſoon form'd a Stratagem to make each ap- 
pear to the other more worthy of Hate than Love, 


till, if they could not entertain a real Averſion, they 
feign'd at leaſt ſo to do; and keeping their Reſent- 


ments ſtill warm, by new Inventions, prevented ei- 
ther from endeavouring an Eclairciſſement. The 
Lover, tho' he imagin'd he had beſtow'd his Heart on 
a Perſon altogether unworthy of the Preſent, was 
too oy touch'd with the Paſſion he had profeſs'd, 
to be able to withdraw it; and finding it impoſhble 
to continue in the ſame Climate with her, without 
continuing to adore her; and having too great a 
Spirit to avow it, after what he ſuppos d he knew 
of her Ingratitude, reſolv'd to put it out of his pow- 
er to. do any thing below the Dignity of that Rea- 
ſon, which all People ought to make uſe of in an 
Affair of that kind, when they find themſelves ill 
treated, without a juſtifiable Cauſe, by the Perſon 
who once has flatter'd them with a ſhew of Ten- 
derneſs. In ſhort, to the Amazement of the whole 
Town, and the great Grief of all his Friends and 
Acquaintance, (but he whoſe Arts had occaſion d 
him tro do it) he went to travel; and' the Lady, 
tho* her very Soul went with him, believing her 
ſelf injur'd by his Ingratitude, and the Infinuations 
of his faithleſs Friend, 'fcorn'd to make any tryal 
of her Power to prevent him. 261 91 
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The belov'd Rival once remov'd, this common 
Deceiver of them both, — nay, of the whole World, 
thought there was no Obſtacle remaining to his 
- Wiſhes, and doubted not the Influence of his too- 
often ſucceſsfu] Charms. In a very few Days he 
declar'd himſelf her Lover; and made no ſcruple to 
let her know, he hoped ſhe would reward his Paſ- 
fion. But, this once, he found his Deſigns fruſtrated : 
However ſhe had diſguis'd it, ſhe ſtill retain'd too 
great a Tenderneſs for her abſent Lover, to entertain 
the leaſt Thought of putting any other in his place; 
and beſides, was a Woman of too much Honour and 
Diſcretion, not to look on all Attempts made upon 
her Virtue with the utmoſt Contempt; and that 
this was ſo, there was no room to doubt, ſince ſhe 
knew him to be married. The Lady, who gave me 
this Account, told me, that nothing could be more 
enrag'd than ſhe was, at the Declaration he made 

her; that ſhe rejected all his Offers, and forbad him 
ever to viſit her any mote : But, as it is the Nature 
of that ingrateful Sex ſtil] ro purſue what flies them, 
he redoubled his Efforts. Deny'd the Liberty of 
ſpeaking, he writ to her in the moſt moving and 

ming ſincere ſtrain that ever Heart dictated ; but 
after the Receipt of the firſt Letter, the known Cha- 
racer on the Superſcription prevented her from read- 
ing what the next contain'd, and ſhe immediately 
ſent it back unopen'd. Yet till undaunted he went 
on; and to make her ſenſible how capable he was to 
make even Contradictions join, and, by the Effects 
of his too powerful Wit, dreſs the fouleſt Vice in the 

Beauties of the faireſt Virtue, he {ent long Epiſtles to 
argue down her Honour, and to perſuade her, that 
to a Paſſion ſo ſublime as his, to be cruel only was 
a Crime. But whether it was owing to her 
Senſe, or the Prepoſſeſſion of another Idea, which 
made her inſenſible of his (I muſt fay) unmatch'd 
Perfections, I know not; but as excellent a Logi- 

.cian as he is, all his Sophiſtry here prov'd vain. And 


tho? ſhe could not avgid receiving ſome of his Let- 


— 
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ters, becauſe he either diſguis'd his Hand, or got 
ſome other Perſon to direct them, yet they had no 
other Effect on her, than what was very different 
from his ExpeQations : She hated him ſtill more; 
ſhun'd him as a Monſter ; and if, by chance, ſhe 
ſaw him at any publick place, (as he took all Op- 
portunities of being where ſhe was) her very Coun- 
tenance diſcover'd the ſecret diſdainings of her Soul; 
and though where'er ſhe turn'd, he follow'd her with 
Eyes trembling with Tenderneſs, and all the Lan- 
guiſnments o deſpairing Love, (Looks, Heaven 
knows, he is too well us'd to wear) a ſtern Severi- 
ty only ſhone in hers; and if, ro avoid being taken 
notice of, ſhe was oblig'd to anſwer the Civilities he 
paid her, Scorn lighten'd in her Glances ; whene'er 
ſhe ſpoke, proud Indignation triumph'd in her Ae- 
cents, and haughty Deteſtation ſparkled in her Air. 
Such a Deportment, had his Paſſion been of that 
kind which is worthy of the Name of Love,” muſt | 
have reduc'd him to a Condition juſtly meriting 
Compaſſion ; but Love is a Flame too bright, too 
pure, to blaze in a Heart ſo full of Fraud and vile 
Hypocriſy. As Affairs were in this poſture between 
them, there came an Account that the Ship in which 
the poor, unfortunate, deluded Lover embark'd; was 
caſt away, and all on board it loſt ; and at the very 
fame time, his equally-deceiv'd Miſtreſs receiv'd a 
Letter, which he had wrir to her from a Sea-port 
Town, where they happen'd to put in. That un- 
happy Gentleman, tho' he had been made to believe 
her infinitely undeſerving of it, ſtil! retain'd the fame 
Tenderneſs he had ever profeſs'd, and had not the 
power to forbear letting her know it, tho' he had 
the power to leave her. In this Teſtimony of his con- 
tinu'd Faith, there was ſome little mixture of Up- 
braidings, which made her no Stranger to the cauſe 
of his Departure ; and that it was not his want of 
. Love and Truth, but the ſeeming Reaſons he. had to 
doubt of hers, which had depriv'd her of her Lover. 
Had ic been poſſible to have recall'd him, with what a 

Tranſport 
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Tranſport muſt ſhe have welcom'd an Eclairciſſe- 
ment; bur, alas! he was now irrecoverably loſt. She 
found his Faith, his Conſtancy, his Tenderneſs, but 
found at the fame time ſhe was paſt rhe Poſſibility 
of receiving any Benefit of his Virtues 3 and, if one 
rightly conſiders her Condition, I know not if it 
were not leſs Miſery to have believed him falſe, than 
know him true, and know him loſt for ever. 1 
will not go about to make any Repetition of what 
I was told concerning the Surprite, Deſpair, and 
Rage, which ſeiz'd the Heart of this unfortunate 
Lady at ſo unexpected a Cataſtrophe ; tis eaſy for 
you to imagine ſhe muſt be tranſported with an un- 
common Fury: But while ſhe was venting the An- 
guiſh of her Soul in Curſes on the hatred Author of 
her Miſeries, he was contriving Means to gratify 
his Deſires on her ; and finding it vain to proſecute 
his lawleſs Suit by thoſe Ways he had began it in, 
he had the unbounded Impudence to reſolve on 
others, yet more impious, and ſeek by Force to ob- 
tain what he was now convinc'd Entreaties would 
for ever fail to give him. Opportunity was all he 
wanted to perpetrate his Deſign; and none for a 
long time offering, he grew deſperate enough to 
deſpiſe all Conſiderations; and knowing ſhe very of- 
ten went to Evening - Prayers, he waited at the 
Church-Door with a Hackney-Coach, and was about 
to ſeize and drag her — into it. The Action 
was ſo ſudden, that tho' there were many People 
coming out at the ſame time, the Surpriſe it gave 
'em would have prevented her receiving any Aſſiſt- 
ance, if two Gentlemen, that were paſſing by, had 
not had preſence enough of Mind to draw their 
Swords in her defence, juſt as he had ſo far com- 
aſsd his Intent, as to be getting into the Coach 
imſelf, after having thruſt her into it. He wanted 
not Courage to engage with them both; but a Croud 
of People immediately coming about them, put 
a ſtop to any Miſchief either to him or them. Had 
ſuch a piece of Villany been attempted by a 8 
| an, 
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Man, he certainly had been ſecur'd ; but his Quality 
gade every body unwilling to create to themſelves 
ſo powerful an Enemy; and he had the liberty of 
retreating, venting ren thouſand Curſes on his ill 
fortune, and the Gentlemen who had fruſtrared his 
Deſign ; while Miranda, though half dead with the 
fright, was ſafely conducted home by her Deliver- 
ers. Such an Attempt on a Lady ſo much diſtin- 
guiſh'd as Miranda, and. made by ſuch a Perſon, 
muſt certainly occaſion a great deal of Diſcourſe in 
the World; and her Brother, who is a Colonel, 
would have been ſuſpected to have but little Regard 
to the Henour of his Family, if he had not reſented 
it in the manner he did. The next Day he ſent a 
Challenge to the intended Raviſher ; which being an- 
ſwered, as he expected it would, they met in that 


Field behind Mountague-Houſe, ſo famous for Duels : 


But, in ſpite of the juſtneſs of his Cauſe, the Bro- 
ther had the worſt of it ; and the other leaving him 
wounded, and, as he thought, dead, made his Eſcape; 
nor durſt appear in Town, till he heard, contrary to 
every body's ExpeQation, that his Antagoniſt was 
out of danger; and that Night which ſhew'd him 
to me at the Play-Howſe, was the firſt of his being 

ſeen fince the Time he fought. | 
Belinda had no ſooner finiſh'd this little Hiſtory, 
than ſhe obſerv'd an exceſſive paleneſs in the Face of 
the RecLuse ; and before ſhe could have Time to 
ask if ſhe were ill, ſaw her fall fainting on the Couch: 
But there was no occaſion to call in any body to her 
Aſſiſtance, her Spirits were not above a moment ab- 
ſent ; and at their Return, O Madam! aid ſhe, (look- 
ing on Belinda with Eyes ſtreaming with Tears) how 
ſtrangely has Fortune brought together two Wretches, 
fit only for the Society of each other ? We are, in- 
deed, too nearly ally'd in our Misfortunes, and to one 
fatal Source owe both our Woes! I might from the 
very beginning of your Story have imagir'd it, — 
might have known that ſuch prodigious Charms, 
and ſuch prodigious Villany, were no where ah 
| ut 
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but in my perfidious, but ſtill dear Zyſander ! —Your 
Courtal, — my Lyſander are the ſame ; and both are 
found only in the Perſon of the too- lovely faithlef 
Bellamy. The Surpriſe that Belinda was in at theſe 
Words, took from her, for ſome time, the power 
of anſwering; nor could ſhe,' for a long while, 'bring 
out any more than — Good God ! is it poſſible? —. 
Tho' loſt to all the World, reſum'd the Recruss, 
and wholly regardleſs of every thing that paſs'd, 
this laſt Action of the inconſtant Bellamy, in ſpite of 
me, reach'd my Ear: And I ſuppoſe it was in the 
time of his abſconding that he went to Warwick, 
and took on him that borrow'd Name of Courtal, 
to prevent his being apprehended, if any Account of 
what he had done, ſhould be brought down. Yes, 
faid Belinda, (now a little recover'd from her Amaze- 
ment) that was certainly the Motjve which induc'd 
him both to take that Journey, and to diſguiſe his 
rrue Quality ; for, by the Account which the Lady 
gave me, 1 found it was not many Days after the 
Accident, that we had the ill Fortune to be over» 
taken by him on the Road. 
Theſe fair Companions in Affliction paſs'd fome 
time in bewailing their ſeveral Misfortunes, ſome- 
times exclaiming againſt the Vices, ſomerimes prai- 
ſing the Beauties of their common Betrayer, till the 
Rxcr us, being deſirous to know if there was any 


thing more to be heard of her Lyſander, entreated 


Belinda to finiſh the remaining part of her Story. 
Alas, Madam, reply'd that dejected Lady, I have 
nothing farther to relate, unleſs I confeſs I am weak 
enough to retain ſtill in my Soul a ſeeret Tenderneſs 
for this unworthy Man ; and that not the Knowledge 
of his unexampled Perfidy and Inhumanity to you, 


his baſe Deſign on Miranda, nor the Miſeries he has 
brought on my ſelf, can bring me to conſider him 


as I ought; Tho' I reſolve never to ſee him more, 
I neither can forget nor remember him as'#Woman. 
wee by Reaſon would do. Has he then not 

en you ſince you came to Town? (interrupted the 
N Rxcrust 
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Rrcl us ſomewhat haſtily.) No, on my Honour, 
(anſwer'd the other) he knows not of my bein 
here, nor, I dare ſwear, thinks my Preſence wort 
a Wiſh; but was I ſure he did, nay, was I convinc'd 
that, tho' falſe to my Sex beſide, ro me he would 
be true, nay, did his Life depend on my grantin 

him one Interview, I proteſt, by all that 1 8 


never would conſent: No, Madam, (continu'd ſhe, 
with the moſt reſolute Air) I owe much more than 


ſuch a Self-denial to the Memory of poor Worthly,— 
to the Friendſhip I have already conceiv'd for you,. 
and to the Juſtice of revenging, as' far as in my 
power, the little Regard he has hitherto paid our Sex. 
The REecituse ſeem'd perfectly pleas d with this 
Aſſurance, and omitted nothing to ſtrengthen her in 
this Reſolution. erte 
There grew ſo entire a Friendſhip between theſe 
Ladies, that they were ſcarce a moment aſunder: 
Belinda quitted her Chamber, being defir'd by the 
REcLuSE to take part of her Bed. Their common 
Misfortunes were a Theme not to be exhauſted, and 
they ſtill found ſomerhing for which to condole each 
other. In this melancholy Entertainment did they 
paſs ſome. Days, till Belinda receivy'd Letters from 
the Country, which brought an Account that Vorth- 
lys Wounds, having been ſearch'd by an able Sur- 
geon, were found not mortal; that his greateſt dan- 
r had been loſs of Blood; that he was now per- 
ectly recover'd, and with new Life had entertain d 
new Wiſhes : Belinda's Siſter had expreſs d ſo tender 
a Concern for his Misfortunes, and fo high an Eſ- 
teem for his Virtues, that he found it no difficulty 
to tranſmit to her all the Affection he had bore her 
Siſter. The Wedding-day was appointed; and ſoon 
after Belinda receiv'd an Account that it was ſolem- 
nized, to the general Satisfaction of all Friends on 
both ſides, and the laſting Happineſs of the married 
- Pair, Tho' Belinda was far from envying her Sif- 
ter that good Fortune, which ſhe was incapable of 
poſſeſſing herſelf, yer the Cauſe which render'd her 
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fo, made her unwilling to behold it; and, in a ſhort 
time, both their Reſolutions of abandoning the 
World continuing, the RecLust and ſhe took 2 
Houſe aboũt ſeventy Miles diſtant from London, where 
they ſtill live in a perfect Tranquillity, happy in the 
real Friendſhip of each other, deſpiſing the uncerrain 
Pleaſures, and free from all the Hurries and Diſquier; 
which attend the Gaieties of the Town: And where 
a ſolitary Life is the effect of Choice, it certainly 
yields more ſolid Comfort than all the publick Diver- 
ſions which thoſe who are the greateſt Purſuers of 
them can find. 


THE 
Injur d Husband : 
OR, THE 


Miſtaken Reſentment. 


NOVEL. 


By Mrs. EIL. 12. Haywoop. 


— ls 


Short are the Triumphs of the Face alone, 


Where Conduct fails, how tott ring is the Throhe? 
Without this Virtue, Woman's weakly crown'd ; 


Our Minds fix Government, our Eyes but found. 
: Dryden. 
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To * Right Honourable ths 
Lady H O W. 


M 4 DAM, : 


ZEdications are become ſo ſcandalous 
# of late, that, if Modeſty were not 
> 2 Virtug.too little faſhionable, both 
the PAT RON and WRITER wou'd 
& be out of Countenance. The rea- 
N : ſon of this K The 8 
t to work only to ity a mercenary End 
and He or She, 55 15 look d on as a Perſon 
moſt likely to ſerve that ſe, is addreſs d; 
and fulfome Praiſes, and undeſeryd Encomiums, 
generally anſwer the Deſign they are given for. 
But I, MAD AM, propoſe to myſelf a nobler 
Advantage, entreating the Protection of a 
Lady qualified like You. The Subject of the 
Trifle I preſume to offer, is, The Worſt of Wo- 
men; and while I treat of the Inadvertencies, 
and indeed Vices, which there is a Poſſibili 
that our Sex may be guilty of, I wou'd put thoſe 
of the other in Mind, that there is One among 
Vol. II. Fare us, 


DEDICATION. 


us, whoſe Virtues may atone for the Miſmanage- 
ment of the reſt. | 

'To particularize what they are, or enter into 
a Detail of thoſe Perfections, which, while they 
attract the Admiration of all, are to be deſcrib'd 
by none, wou'd only nc me guilty of a Self- 
ſufficiency of Thought, and juſtly render me 
unworthy of your Favour : Of two Evils, there- 
fore, I will chuſe the leaſt, and rather confeſs 
my Inability to ook of You, as You deſerve, 
than by enervate Praiſes leſſen the Worth I wou'd 
proclaim. The Sun by his own Rays can only 
be deſcrib d; and while the moſt Abject of crea- 
ted Heings receive the Benefit of his Influence, 
the Nobleſt are at a loſs for Means to repreſent 
him: The ſame Misfortune is the Fate of all who 
contemplate the Character of Your Ladyſhip. 
Then why ſhou'd I lament the Want of that 
which the moſt eminently diſtinguiſh'd Genius's 
wou d find themſelves deficient in, though not in 
ſo far diſtant a Degree, as, _— 


MaDaM, 
Tour Laadyſhip's 
Moſt Devoted, 
Moſt Faithful, and 


Obedient Servant, 


ELIzZ A HaywooD: 


PREFACE. 


PRoubling the Reader with any thing of 


I; this kind, is generally ſo little to the 
KR Purpoſe, that I have often thought 
| Ego the Authors made uſe of ſuch Intro- 
WR auctions more to ſwell the Bulk of 
their Book, than any other Reaſon : 
And how ſenſible ſoe ver J am of the many Faults 
the following Sheets are full of, I ſboud rather 
commit myſelf and th m to the Good-nature of 
the m_— than add to them by an impertinent 
Apology. 
115 ; not, therefore, to excuſe my Want of 
Judgment in the Conduct, or my Deficiency of ex- 
preſſing the Paſſions I have fr fn. to repre- 
ſent, but to clear myſelf of an 1 which, 
I am inform d, is already contrived and prepared 
to thunder out againſt me, as ſoon as this is pub- 
liſb d, that I take this pains. : | 
A Gentleman, who applies the little Ingenuity 
he is Maſter of to no other Study than that of 
ſowing Di 5 among thoſe who are ſo unhappy, 


and indeed unwiſe, as to entertain him, either ima- 
gines, or pretends to do ſo, that tho I have laid 
the Scene in Paris, I mean, that the Adventure 
ſbou d be thought to have happen d in London; 
and that in the Character of a French Baroneſs, 
I bave attempted to expoſe the Reputation of an 

F 2 Engliſh 


uſe 
20 


ſcribed, and thoſe of ſome Woman he knows, ( for 
doubtleſs, V there be, ſhe muſt be of his Acquain- 
tance) I leave the World to judge to whom ſbe is 
indebted for becoming the Subject of Ridicule, to 
me for drawing a Picture, whoſe Original is un- 
#nown, or to him who writes her Name at the 
bottom of it. 

However, if I had deſigu d this as a Satire on 
any Perſon, whoſe Crimes I had thought worthy 
of it, 1 ſboud not have thought the Reſentment 
of fuch a one conſiderable enough to have obliged 
me to deny it. But as I have only related 4 
Story, which a particular Friend of mine aſſures 
me is Matter of Fact, and happen d at the time 
«when he was in Paris, I wow'd not have it mad: 


75 an Umbrage for the Tongue of Scandal 


blaſt the Character of any one, a Stranger to 
fuch deteſted Guilt. I there is not a N 
De Tortillee i» the World; but if there be, ſbe 
certainly is not without a Du Lache to adviſe 


and aſſiſt ber; and be, that Du Lache, who is 


moſt ſenſible of the Secrets of her Soul, is beſt able 
to point her out. For my part, (T thank Heaven) 
I can ſolemnly proteſt, a Wretch ſo vile never yet 
reach'd the Obſervation of _ 
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INJURD H usBAND: 
OR, THE 


Miſtaken Reſentment. 


HE * of * 2 Affairs 
is ſo abſolutel ive 9 
lind a true Notion roger t ves, that 
be who ſeems moſt fix'd in Hap 
SS and fenc'd from every Blaſt yer rene 
Fate, ſooner or later, is generally led 
by ſome unadvoidable Impulſe ro quit his Haven 
of Peace, and ſhare the Storm in common with 
thoſe born under leſs auſpicious Influences. The 
Baron de Tortillee, till he was about the Age of 
Fifry, had paſs'd his Time in a perfe& 1 
quillity; and tho' the Sweetneſs of his Diſſ 
made him com miſerate, and, to the utm of his 
Power, aſſiſt all who labour'd under any Affliction, 
et he himſelf was wholly inſenſible what it was to 
uneaſy: He had from his Infancy been bred at 
Court, and ſtill continued to frequent it; but as he 
had preſery'd his Soul undinted with any of thoſe 
F 3 maodiſn 
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modiſh Vices, which few of the gay Part of it ate 
free from, ſo he alſo did from that Spirit of Faction, 
which the graver Sort, and thoſe who aim at bei 
thought Politicians, are ſo much ſway d by. He way 
entirely contented with his Lot, had no ambitious 
Views, and enjoy'd the Goods of Fortune in that 
Medium which alone can make Life happy; neither 
— a Port greater than his Eſtate would con- 
veniently allow, nor below what was becoming his 
ality. This Manner of Behaviour made him unen- 
vy'd by his Equals, eſteem'd by thoſe of a ſuperior 
Rank, and infinitely belov'd by his Inferiors; in fine, 
never was a Man more univerſally ſpoke well of. 
Thus he liv'd, and thus, in all Probability, had he 
died, had not his ill Fortune introduc'd him to the 
Acquaintance of Mada moiſelle La Morte, in whoſe Con- 
ver ſation he found Charms ſufficient to make him 
wiſh to change his Condition, if by it he cou'd ob- 
tain her for a Wife. This was a Lady of none of 
the meaneſt Families in France, and at the Death of 
her Father, was left Miſtreſs of a conſiderable For- 
tune; but tho' ſhe wanted not Wit, ſhe had been ex- 
treamly deficient in her Conduct, and the Extrava- 
gance of her Expences reduced her in a ſhort Time 
'to have nothing of the Woman of Faſhion remaining 
but a few rich Clothes: with theſe, however, and 2 
tolerable Face and Air, ſhe found Means for a good 
while to eſcape that, by the Young and Proud, dread- 
ed Evil, the Shew of Poverty. Thoſe on whom 
before ſhe had beſtow'd her Favours gratis, were now 
oblig'd to purchaſe ; and as ſoon as one grew weary 
of the Bargain, ſhe ſtill had the Addreſs to gain ano- 
ther Bidder : Sometimes three or four had an equal 
Share in the Property; but ſhe had Artifice enough 
to make each believe himſelf the ſole Poſſeſſor. Don 
Philip 4 Eſperanx, a Spaniard, was the laſt that ſup- 
ported her in this Manner: but he being ſoon to re- 
rurn to his own Country, where he had a Wife and 
Family, ſhe was ae to caſt about in her Mind 
where ſhe ſhou'd a belt Supply, at the 4 
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when ſhe firſt became acquainted with the Baron. 
Ir is not to be imagin'd, that a Woman, in the Cir- 
cumſtances ſhe then was, wou'd refuſe an Offer, 
which, in all her Bloom of Youth and Innocence, 
ſhe' might have been proud to accept: — No, ſhe 
knew the World too well; and pretending her ſpeed 
Compliance with his Deſires was the Effect of a Pal- 
ſion, which Deſert, like his, cou'd not but create, de- 
juded the enamour'd Baron with a Belief he was the 
happieſt of his Sex; and they contriv'd to huddle up 
the Wedding in ſuch a manner, that they were mar- 
ry'd before any of his Friends had the leaſt Notion 
there was ſuch a thing in agitation. At the firſt 
Diſcovery of it, tis hard to ſay, whether Pity or 
Amazement had the greateſt Share in the Hearts of 
thoſe who heard ir; but being depriv'd of the Oppor- 
tunity of informing him what ſhe was in time, 
forbore to let him know the Ruin it was now too 
late to prevent, and contenred themſelves with ſilent- 
ly commiſeratiag his Condition. FO EY 
If this Woman had been poſſeſs'd of the ſmalleſt 
Grain of Honour, Gratitude, or even common Goods - 
Nature, ſhe wou'd have endeavour'd by her future 
Manner of Behaviour, to retrieve the Errors of the 
ſt. To be taken from a State of Life, which, 


rf not abandon'd by all Senſe of Shame, muſt have 


been odious to her; — to be reliev'd from all thoſe 
Terrors which attend Uncertainty; — to bedeliver'd 
from the Inſults of the judging World, and thoſe, 
more galling ones, the Man who keeps has a Privi- 
lege of inflicting; and rais'd from the loweſt and 
moſt contemptible Degree of Infamy, to Wealth, to 
Credit, and to Eaſe, were Bleſſings, ſuch as one wou'd 
think ſhe ſhou'd have been too ſenfible of not to ac- 
knowledge, and wiſh, at leaſt, to prove they were 
not ill beſtow'd. But ſhe was wholly dead to ſuch 
Conliderations: She look d on the large Fortune ſhe 
was now become Miſtreſs of, only as a larger Means 


do gratify her Inclinations; and as before ſhe had fo 


much Regard to her Reputation, as to endeavour to 
F 4 hinder 


with Men, paſs'd for an innocent Freedom which he 
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hinder the World from believing her ſo vile as ſhe 
really was, ſhe now gave. a Looſe to all the Sallies 
of her ungovern'd Paſſions, imagining her Quality a 
Jufficient Sanction for her Vices, and that no 
would dare to ſay of the Baroneſs De Tortillee, what 
they would have made no ſcruple to alledge of Ma- 
damoiſelle La Moste. - 

The Truth is, the Baron's ſingular liri 
and affable Behaviour, had gain —— 
Eſteem, that, in reſpect to his Character, (ũnce Cuſ- 
tom has made the Errors of the Wife a Reflection 


on the Husband,) People were infinitely more ſparing 


of their Cenſures than otherwiſe they would bave 
been, & than her Actions indeed deſerved. When 
ſhe was firſt married, Women of the beſt Reputa- 
tion thought it no Scandal to-viſit her, and be ſeen 
abroad with her; and had ſtill continued to do fo, 
if ſhe could have reftrain'd her Inclinations within 
the Bounds of even common Decency : But, alas! 


ſhe had no Senſe of Honour or Decorum, but, be- 
 hav'd herſelf in fo wild, fo diſſolute a Manner, that 
in a little Time none, who but wiſh'd to be thought 


virtuous, would take notice of her: The very Men, 
who gloried not in Debauchery, ſhunn'd her Acquain- 
tance, or were aſham'd to own it. This, which to 
a Woman capable of any ſolid Reflection, muſt have 
made her look back with Horror on the Vices 
which had ſo juſtly render'd her contemptible, did 
not in the leaſt alarm her; ſhe ſtill had a Set of Com- 
pany who humour'd her Vanity, and, indeed, ſhe 
was eaſy in no other. 

But, oh! how blind is Love! the Baron ſtill con- 
tinued to adore her! So much was he deluded by her 
Artifices, that even her Vices appeared Virtues ; the 
Profuſeneſs of her Expences ſeem'd to proceed from 
a Generoſity and noble Magnanimity of Soul, which, 
however deſtructive to his Fortune, he could not but 
applaud: The Liberties ſhe took in her Converſation 


could not imagine a Woman really criminal 3 
c 
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e to make uſe of. In fine, every thing ſhe ſaid, everY 
— ſhe did, was a new Charm — and nei- 
ther the palpable Neglect which he found the whole 
World treated her with, nor the Remonſrances 
which ſome of his Friends, griev'd at bis Infatua- 
tion, at laſt, grew free to make him, could 
oblige him to look with a jealous Eye on her Con - 

, or in the leaſt abate his Dotage. Indeed, how 
little ſoever ſhe ſeem'd to regard the reſt of the 
World's taking notice of her Faults, ſhe, for the 
moſt part, was cautious enough to prevent him 
from making any Diſcovery of them z or, if at any 
time, ſhe was conſcious of an Irregularity whic 
might occaſion his Suſpicion, ſhe knew ho to bring 
herſelf off; ſhe had Sighs, Tears, Swooning, Lan- 
guiſnments, at com : no Woman that ever livd 
was Miſtreſs of more Artifice, nor had leſs the Ap- 
pearance of — ſo: Nature had = her a Coun- 
tenance extreamly favourable for her Purpoſe ; and 
whenever ſhe was pleas d to join to thoſe Looks of 
Sincerity and Innocence any Aſſeverations that ſhe 
was fo, it was hardly poſſible to believe her other- 
wiſe: Her Voice too had a perſuaſive Softneſs in it, 
which it was very difficult to withſtand ; and one 
had need to be perfectly acquainted with her Action- 
before one cou d diſtruſt her Words. And this is all 
that can be ſaid to vindicate the unhappy Baron from 
that Imputatien of Stupidity, which the long Series 
of his Delufions have drawn upon him. 

But to return to her Hiſtory, which alone can 
give the Reader any juſt Notion of her Character: 
There was among the Number of thoſe who now 
frequented her Drawing-Room, a Fellow call'd Das 
Lache: He was too difagreeable to be receiv'd in the 
Quality of a Lover; neither did he -vifit her with 
any ſuch View: Fortune had been leſs kind to him 


than Nature, for what he wanted in Beauty w 


as 
abundantly -made up in — but he was ſo 
wretchedly indigent, that tho' he had been employ d 


in the Management of 12 Intrigues, (for which 


0 
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no body was more fit, (he never had met with per- 


ſons who thought the Service he did merited the 
Supply of even the common Neceſſaries of Life: 
He was half periſh'd. for Want, when Chance 


2 


brought him into the Baroneſi:s Acquaintance. They 


ſoon found in each other ſufficient to create an In. 


timacy; and ſhe thought herſelf no leſs fortunate 


* 
* 


to her Intereſt a Perſon whoſe Brain 
of projecting every Thing, and whoſe 


Principle was to ſcruple nothing, than he did in ha- 
ving it in his power to oblige a Patroneſs, whoſe 
Humour, he perceiv'd, was not to make ſcanty Re- 
: tributions for Service ſuch as his. In a ſhort time 


his Tatters were exch for Embroidery and Bro- 


- Eade; he had Money in his Pocket; went to Court, 
to the Opera's,Gaming- Houſes, Aſſemblies; kept com- 
; pany with Gentlemen; and to thoſe who knew him not 


ore, appeared like one himſelf. His Buſineſs was, 


in all publick Places, to extol the Wit and Beauty 

of the Baroneſs Turtillée; to make all Women ap- 

88 in Competition with her; — if he heard one 
m 


'd for any Excellence, to form ſome Story to de- 
grade her; — to break off intended Marriages; — to 


render thoſe already wedded the Objects of each 


other's Hate; and, in fine, wherever he found a no- 


ble Friendſhip berween Perſons of different Sexes, 
to endeavour to diſunite, or make it appear ſcanda- 
. Malice is ſeldom barren of Invention, and Peo- 


 bous 
P that ply themſelves to this kind of Miſchief, 
have generally 


gen a Manner of inſinuating what the 
would have believ'd, which Trwuth and Honeſiy di 


daining to make uſe of, are perfect Strangers to. 
Du Lache was ſo ſucceſsful in his Employment, 


tom; and that deſtroy d, all that remains of Lo is 
F 2 & : 


that tho' the Marquis De Sonville had long lov'd, 
and been beloy'd by one of the fineſt Women of the 
Age, not all her Charms, her Tenderneſs, her Conſtan- 
cy could maintain the Place ſhe held in his Aﬀec- 
tions, when once attack'd by the Artifices of this 
ſubtle Villain: He ſoon was brought to leſſen his E- 


Rarce 


* 
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ſcarce worth calling ſo; Indifference immediately ſuc- 
ceeds, and the Heart is free to receive the Idea of 
the firſt agreeable Object that preſents itſelf. No 
body can doubt but that the Baroneſs, for whoſe 
lake all this was done, was the Perſon introduc'd, 
He was no ſooner diſcover'd to grow. cool towards 
his former Miſtreſs, than he was brought to viſit 
her; and ſhe being extremely deſirous of engaging 
him, and knowing how to form her Behaviour to 
all Humours, found it no difficulty to ſuit herſelf 
to his. 

She alſo found her Account in the Addreſſes of 
the young Chevalier St. Aumar : He was handſome, 
gay, gallant, and liberal to an Exceſs: He profeſs'd 
publickly his Admiration of her, waited on her 
wherever ſhe went, treated, and made her very rich 
Preſents. One would think, indeed, that this laf 
Article ſhould have but little Sway with a Woman 
of the Station ſhe was now rais'd to; but, alas! if 
the Barons Eſtate had been twice doubled, it would 
have been too ſmall for thoſe Expences, which, to 
indulge a Temper ſuch as her's, were abſolutely ne- 
ceſſary. She was now above making Aſſignations 
at any of thoſe mean Places of Entertainment ſhe 
had formerly been accuſtom'd to; all muſt now be 
done with an Air of Grandeur; her Embroiderer, her 
Milliner, her Mantua-Maker, her Tire-Woman, had all 
of them Houſes of their own, handſomely furniſh'd 
at her Charge, and adoru'd fit to receive a Meſſalina 
equal to the firſt in Greatneſs. It muſt be confeſs d 
that in this ſhe was politick enough; for whoever 
had ſeen her at any of thoſe People's Houſes, would 
not have believ'd ſhe came thither out of any other 
Deſign than to conſult about her Dreſs ; but then it 
requir'd almoſt a Prince's Revenue to ſupply the De- 
mands of thoſe Creatures, and purchaſe the leaſt to- 
lerable Aſſurance of their Secrecy. The Jewels, 
therefore, and other valuable Things, which the Pro- 
- digality of St. Aumar beſtowd on her, were of 

great Service; for the poor Baron, who was 32 
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pleas d to ſee her appear magnificent, imagi 
they were bou with that Money which 
y employ'd in Bribery on the Inftruments of his 
Diſhonour. - : 

But, tho? ſhe found it very much to the Advan- 
tage of her Intereſt, as well as Pleaſure, to converſe 
with St. Aumar, her Acquaintance with La Sourbe 
Was infinitely more ſo to the one, tho? far incapable 
of the other. He was old, deform'd, diſeas d, and 
had nothing either in his Perſon or Addreſs which 
could render his Careſſes ſupportable to a Woman 
of any Taſte ; but the Abundance of his Wealth coun- 
ter ballanc d all other Deficiencies ; and this fine Lady 
receivd him in his Turn, with all the Softneſs and 


_ =. obliging Tenderneſs that the moft lovely of her Ad- 


mirers thought themſelves happy in poſſeſſing. 
Tas to them all, indeed, but feigned; and therefore 
the ſame Arts ſhe practis d to impoſe on others might 
eaſily be us'd on him; for in reality ſhe never knew 
what *twas to love ſincerely; and at a time, when, 
E there were twenty (tho' each believ d him- 
the only bleſs'd) who poſſeſs d all the Favours 
ſhe was capable of beſtowing, ſhe was over-heard 
to ſay, (to one that was Partner in all her Secrets,) 
That that Woman was a Fool that ever gave herſelf 
the leaſt real Uneaſineſs on the account of Love.— 
A Topknot tied amiſs, faid ſhe, would give me 
greater pain than the eternal Damnation of all Man- 
kind!— Not to be ador d, indeed, is not to live! and 
to engage the Aſſiduity of a Fellow one likes, tis 
neceſſary to counterfeit a Paſſion! Tis certain ſhe 
did it with ſuch .Succeſs, that the moſt _ 
Eye might have. been deceiv'd ; how then cou 
Ls Sourbe eſcape the Snare? He had but little been 
accuſtom'd to the Conyerſation of Women, and was 
utterly ignorant of the Wiles laid for him: — He 
thought himſelf in Heaven; and could ſcarce contain 
his Senſes amidſt that Profuſion of Delight her Wit, 
her Gaiety, her endearing Softneſs ſhower'd upon 
Sim, He n nor how, ee, ee 
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Senſe he had of ſuch a Bleſſing as her Love, and 
thought of nothiug but the Means of returning it to 
the utmoſt of his power. — All his Hours, his For- 
tune, his very Life, was wholly at her Devotion; 
and ſhe had ſo abſolute a Command over him, and 
knew ſo well her Power, that ſhe even made him 
the Inſtrument of forwarding her Amours with others. 
But it was not only to her own Management ſhe was 
indebted for making this deluded Gentleman ſubſer- 
vient to her Ends; Du Lache, as in all the reſt of her 
Intrigues, was no inconſiderable Aſſiſtant here: He 
was extremely ready at Invention, had a thouſand lit- 
tle Stratagems to prompt decaying Defire, and .as 
many Ways to make the Perſon whom he found ic 
his Intereſt to deceive, deaf to all Arguments but 
thoſe he undertook to maintain. He Hip, 
But notwithſtanding all his Cunning, he was ex- 
tremely put to a Stand, when coming one Morning, 
as was his Cuſtom, to viſit the Baroneſs, and receive 
her Commands, he found her at her Toilet, uneaſy to 
the laſt degree: She had two or three Attendants in 
the Room, whom, as ſoon as ſhe ſaw him enter, 
ſhe diſmiſs'd, and ſtepping to him with ſomething 
of a diſorder d Motion, O Du Lache, ſaid ſhe, Ihave 
wiſh'd for you this Hour! — I am diſtracted in my 
Thoughts; and if your hitherto ſucceſsful Wit ſhould 
now fail me, Iam undone for ever. — Forbid it, 
Heaven! anſwer d he, ſtrangely, ſurpriz'd. Yes, re- 
ſum'd ſhe, I again repeat it, I am undone, ruin'd for 
ever, unleſs you find the Means to help me 
All in my power, Madam, added he, you know 
you may command. Talk not of Power, interrupted 
ſhe impatiently, this muſt, —— this ſhall be in your 
power, unleſs you wiſh to ſee me do ſome deſperate. 
Deed : — If diſappointed here, — in the extremeſt 
Wiſh my Soul cer knew, Ill murder you. 
ſelf, and all who want the Means to eaſe me. 


- that Du Lachs repented he bad ſeem d to doubt of 
his Ability to ſerye her, and enden your d 2 
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that Fault, by ſwearing that he would bring about 
whatever ſhe employ'd him in, let the Nature or 
Conſequence be what. it wou'd. She appear d ſome. 
thing more tranquil at this Aſſurance, and ſeating her- 
felf, and obliging him to do to; I am fatisfy'd, aid 
ſhe, that your Zeal to ſerve me will carry you to 
great Lengths; nor do I think, when 1 have the 
power of reflecting, that the Task I now enjoin is 
at all more difficult than thoſe you have already gone 
through, with all the Succeſs I cou'd deſire; but, alas! 
continu'd ſhe, beginning to relapſe into her former 
Diſorder, the exceſſive Eagerneis with which my 
Spirits are s in purſuit of the Bleſſing I wou'd 
poſſeſs, and the certain renting Miſer / L muſt en- 
dure, ſhou'd my Endeavours fail, confuſes, drives 
me mad: My Soul will never know a Moment's 
Peace, till ſure Enjoyment ſhall deſtroy Suſpence: I 
cannot reſt while there remains a Poſſibility of being 
wretched: — Wretched, did I ſay ? How poor are 
Words to expreſs what 'tis I mean? — *Twou'd be 
a Curſe beyond Damnation! — She utter'd many more 
the like Extravagancies, till Du Lache, a little re- 
cover'd from the Aſtoniſhment her Behaviour had put 
him in, interrupted her by ſaying, That, if to be 
diſappointed of her Aim, wou'd plunge her in ſuch 
Horrors, the Poſſeſſion of it muſt certainly afford her 
adequate Delight, and begg'd her to think on that, 
and rely on his Induſtry to compaſs it, as ſoon as 
- ſhe ſhou'd inform him by what Means. Well then, 
- (faid the Baroneſs, compoling herſelf as much as poſ- 
4 ſible,) I will no longer doubt a Management which 
| never yet has faild me; nor in the leaſt imagine, that 


in the perplexity you ſee me, you will not do your 
l | utmoſt for my Relief: Know then, continu'd ſhe 
I | ſighing. my preſent Diſorders are occaſion d by a 
| Paſſion, the Force of which I never before experi- 
enc'd. — Oft have I lik'd, but never, never lov'd till 

oy now. — One fatal Moment has inform'd me more, 
4 than all the various Amours of many Years cou'd 
| da. — Oh! I have ſeen a Man, whoſe Looks, why 
h l Olce, 


. — 
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Voice, whoſe every Motion is Enchantment !— At 
the firſt View my melting Soul difloly'd ; — but 
when he talk'd, methought, my very Life flew from 
me, — the ſoft Delight was more than Senſe cou'd 
bear O Da Lache, thou know'ſt this Prodigy of 
Charms! — this Wonder of his Sex !— this more than 
Angel!——yet, dull, dull, as thou art, thou never 
Holſt him as he is! — Oft have heard thy Tongue 
repeat the Name of Beauclair ; but not with Rap- 
tures to enflame Defire. — Why, too ungrateful 
Friend, wert thou ſo careleſs of my Happineſs, as 
not to let me know that there were Joys in Love 
beyond all I had already taſted ? Cou dſt thou. 
tel me, I fay, is it owing to thy Stupidity, or the 
Thankleſſneſs of thy Nature, that thou. cou'dſt con- 
verſe with Beaxclair ! the adorable Beaxclair ! with- 
out a Wiſh Torrillee might be bleſt in his Poſſeſſion! 
'Tis impoſſible to. repreſent the Confuſion that Da 
Lache was in, when he heard the Name Beauclair 
mention'd in thar Manner: He knew, indeed, that 
he had all the Perfections that the Baroneſs had de- 
ſcrib'd, and was not at all ſurpriz'd to find her ſo 
much more charm'd with him than ever ſhe had q 
pear'd to be with any other; but he knew alſo, that, 
all lovely as he was, the Graces of his Mind were far 
ſuperior to the Beauties of his Perſon, and was ſen- 
fible there were ſome Obſtacles which he had good 
reaſon to fear wou'd be invincible ones in her way 
to the Happineſs ſhe aim'd at. In the firſt place, the 
Heart of Beauclair had long been devoted to a youn 
Lady, fam'd for, and really Miſtreſs of every Excel- 
lence that cou'd adorn a Woman; that he was con- 
tracted to her before he went to his Travels, (from 
which he was but lately return d;) and that there 
wanted nothing to compleat the ſolemnizing the 
Nuptials of this accompliſh'd Pair, but the Recovery 
of a darling Brother, who, at that time, lay ill of a 
Fever. But tho' this of itſelf was ſufficient to deter 
Du Lache from entertaining any preſumptuous Hopes 
in favour af Tortillce, yet the Character of Beauclair 
wa 


— 
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was infinitely more ſo: He had Honour, Conſtancy, 
Good-Nature, and to all theſe Virtues an deal 
netration, which render d it almoſt an Impoſſibilit 
to impoſe upon his Judgment: He plac'd not his Af 
fections on Montamour, (for that was the Name of 
his intended Bride,) without a perfect Knowledge 
how worthy ſhe was of them: And the Charms of 
the one, and the Wiſdom of the other, was a Bul. 
- wark whic * cps 4. fear d wou'd be 
impregnable to all the Stratagems his Cunning could 
t ar The Vexation this Conſiderat ion 2 him 
kept him from making an immediate Anſwer to what 
the Baroneſs had ſaid, till gueſſing the true Reaſon 
of his Silence, ſhe proſecuted her Diſcourſe in this 
manner. I wonder not, reſum'd ſhe, that you ap- 
pear diſorder d at the Requeſt I make: A Lady who 
fat by me laſt Night at the Opera, where 1 beheld 
this Idol of my Soul, gave me his whole Hiſtory; 
and I ſuppoſe tis his Engagement with Montamou? 
makes you doubtful how far you may be able to 
evail in behalf of Tortillce. You think, perha 
Charms maintain too forcible a Luſtre to 
eclips d by mine, and are unwilling to imbark in a 
Deſign which you imagine cannot eaſily be accom- 
pliſh'd; but know, (continu'd ſhe with a Frown,) 
that I am reſolv'd to triumph over this happy Rival, 
or die in the Attempt: — Therefore contrive ſome 
Means, and that this Moment too, to make me bleſt, 
or be aſſur'd. I will not brook the Diſappointment 
unreveng d. Dx Lache, who knew the natural Ob- 
ſtinacy of her Temper, made much more ſo by the 
Violence of 8 Deſires, found it wou d be alto- 
fruitleſs to ſet before her Eyes the little Like- 
i there was for her to ſucceed. All he could do, 
was to entreat her Patience, and proteſt by all the 
Oaths he cou'd invent, that he wou d exert his ut- - 
moſt Abilities to procure the Satisfaction ſhe requir'd ; 
And perceiving nothing but an abſolute Dependance 
cou'd make her leſs deſperate, he was oblig d to give 
her Hopes, (which Beef beiey'd were bor fall: 
cious, 
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cious) that in a few days ſhe ſhou'd be in poſſeſſion 
of all her Soul was bent on. W's 
It was now that he found himſelf in the greateſt 
Perplexity be had ever been in all his Life: The more 
he conſiderd on the Promiſe he had made, the leſs 
Probability there appear'd of making it good ; and 
to fail, he knew wou'd ruin him with the Baroneſs 
fos ever: His preſent Subſitence, and his Hopes of 
making his future Fortune, depended on her Favour, 
and he grew almoſt diſtracted, when, after. a thou- 
ſand various Projections, he cou'd find none that 
ſeem'd feaſible to preſerve it. He endeavour'd, how- 
ever, to delay the Misfortune he dreaded, and by 
concealing his inward Perturbations, and always, in 
her preſence, appearing with his former Gaiety, made 
her indeed believe he really had found the Means of 
doing what ſhe expected from him. To divert her 
Thoughts as much as poſſible from Beauclair, he 
never ſuffer d her to de alone; and whenever the Ba- 
ron's Abſence gave them an Opportunity, he contriv'd 
that either the Marquis De Sanville, the Chevalier Sc. 
Aumar, or Monſieur La Sovrbe, or ſome one or other 
of her Devotees, ſhou'd be perpetually with her. But 
all this was of but little Efficacy; ſhe was fo far 
nd — . that if Doves lair Ang 
els agreeabls, was unenjey d, and there- 
fore moſt deſirable, She was willing, however, to 
trifle away the time in theſe Amuſements, till that 
happy Moment ſhou'd arrive, which was to give 
her more exſtatick Joys: And knowing the Subtilty 
of Du Lache, and how much it was his Intereſt to 
oblige her, did not greatly doubt but that ſome way 
or other he wou'd bring it about. The truth is, it 
ever was uppermoſt in his Thoughts; but he found 
ſo little likelihood that any Efforts he ſhou'd make 
would meet with Succeſs, that he was beginning to 
deſpair ; when, on a ſudden, his prompting Fiend, 
which ſeldom left him long unaided, put it into his 
Head, that Madamoiſelle Sansfoy might be of uſe in 
the Miſchief he endeavour'd, This was a Lady whoſe 
extreme 
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extreme Love of hearing herſelf ſpeak, made her often 
the Inſtrument of both Good and Ill, without any 
Intention of her own to ſerve the End of either: 
She had a great deal of Vaniry in her Nature, and 
therefore could not be without an equal Share of 
Coquetry in her Behaviour ; and as ſhe was exceſſive 
fond of being admir'd by the Men, could not be ca- 
Pable of any real Regard for the Women. She took 
2 vaſt pleaſure in piquing any one more amiable 
than herſelf, and was never ſo happy as when ſhe had 
the power of giving pain. She dreſs'd well, was 
young, gay, and perfectly well fhap'd, had very re- 
gular Features, and a moſt delicate Completion ; — 
and to all this an uncommon quickneſs of Apprehen- 
ſion, and a ready Thought, and a free and eaſy Deli- 
very of her Words, and an entertaining Turn in Con- 
verſation, which made her Company every where de- 
fir d. She was acquainted both with Beauclair and Men- 
ramouy, and had with the latter as great an Intimacy as 
the difference of their Humours wou'd permit. It was 
not difficult for a Perſon of much leſs Difcernment 
than D# Lache, to find out whar manner of Addreſs 
would be moſt acceptable to this fine Lady: He had 
ſeveral times happen d to meet her at a place where 
he had viſited, and from that took the liberty of 
going to ſee her at her Houſe: He wanted not 
Words to excuſe, nor ſhe Good-Humour to forgive 
the Boldneſs; and perceiving himſelf favourably re- 
ceiv'd, after a thouſand Encomiums on her Beauty 
had uſher'd in the Diſcourſe, he told her, That nothin 
had ever ſo much the power of giving him ſurpriſe 
as that Beauclair, who had ſeen the Wonders of her 
Charms, could ſo far wrong his Judgment, and the 
good Opinion the World had of his Wit, to give 
Montamour the preference in his Eſteem. It muſt be 
econfeſs d, indeed, faid this ſubtle Detractor, that ſhe 
has lovely Eyes, à fine Shape and Air, a vaſt deal of 
Wit, and, where Sansfoy is abſent, is Miſtteſs of a 
thouſand ſoul-attrating Graces ; but when you both 
appear together, I canuot help believing that _ 
CAR, 
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clair, and all (as many ſuch there are) who think 
like him, are blind. He very well knew the Effect 
theſe Words would produce; and that a Woman of 
the Temper ſhe was, to whom they were directed, 
is not ſo angry with the Praiſer as the prais'd. Sans- 
foy immediately grew pale with Envy ; and imagin- 
ing that what Du Lache had ſaid of the Paſſion of 
Beauclair for Montamour, only expreſs'd a mannerly 
Commiſeration of her want of Charms, who had 
not power to engage him, was ready to burſt with 
inward Spite all the time he had been talking ; till, 
able to contain no longer, I know not (ſaid ſhe, with 
a diſdainful roſs ef her Head) how many there may 
be of Beauclair's Mind, in his admiration of Monta- 
mour, but I am very ſure that none, beſides himſelf, 
take any pains to be well in her Eſteem ; and, per- 
haps, the little Interruption he has to fear in his Ad- 
dreſſes there, is the greateſt Inducement to his ma- 
king em. Security, added ſhe, is a valuable Article 
in Marriage, and as he deſigns her for a Wife, Houſe- 
wifry, Silence, Meekneſs, Obedience, and Humility, 
are the Accompliſhmerits he thinks moſt neceſſary. 
But, Madam, (reſum'd Du Lache, rejoic'd he had 
wrought her to a Diſpoſition proper for his purpoſe) 
do you really believe this ſeeming virtuous Lady is 
what ſhe appears to be? Is there no favourite Lover, 
who in the Dark triumphs over Beauclair?— I have 
| heard odd Stories, which yet bear a poſlibility of 
Truth. — For Heaven's fake, what? ( interrupted 
Sansfoy eagerly) who is the Man? Pardon me, Ma- 
dam, anſwer'd he, I dare not make Reports, which 
I am not ſure may not be fabulous. — I would net 
for the World be guilty of Iajuſtice: — Nay, tho? 
I knew all I have been told were poſitively true, 
I am too tender of Ladies Honour to repeat it. 
The natural Curioſity which always made her in- 
quiſitive into the Affairs of every body, pointed 
now with Malice, fill'd her with perfect Agonies; 
ſhe would have given almoſt a Limb to be ler into 
this Secret, and the greater Unwillingneſs he = 
ren 
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tended to divulge it, the more ſhe grew impatient 
to diſcover it. She entreated 22 ſo much 
Earneftneſs, and ſo many Conjurations, that at lat 
he ſeem'd won by 'em, and told her a long St 
which he had before invented; the Sum of whic 
was, That Monfieur Galliard had long been an Ad- 
mirer, and in ſecret poſſcfs'd all the Favours that 
Montamour could give. The Reaſon why this art- 
ful Villain made this Gentleman a Property to further 
his Deſigns, was, that he knew Sansfoy had a prodi- 
gious Deſire to engage him, and of conſequence 
would more induſtriouſly blaze abroad the Scandal 
he aim d at, than if he had mention'd a Perſon more 
indifferent to her: He knew alſo that he had been 
acquainted with Montsamour from her Childhood; 
that he was accounted of an amorous Difpoſition, 
and that he profeſs'd an extraordinary Friendſhip for 
that Lady. And tho' there needed not all theſe Pro- 
babilities to make the cenſorious Sangfoy believe all he 
aid, yet he was ſenſible there was occaſion for many 
more, and ſtronger, to oblige the reſt of the World 
to entertain an ill Opinion of a Woman who had 
ever behav'd with an exemplary Diſcretion. 

This was the firſt Step Dx Lache had made to- 
ward the diſuniting the Affections of theſe two ami- 
able Perſons ; the next was to ingratiate himſelf as 
—_ CO —— He had a good 
Voice, and Judgment in Muſick; and being told that 
Gentleman was a great Admirer of it, found Means 
to oblige him ro a liking of his Converſation, by 

ſenting him with ſome fine Compoſitions, which 

pretended had been ſent him by ſome of the beſt 
Maſters in Italy, whom he kept a "Correſpondence 
with. Not all Beaxclair's Wiſdom could defend his 
Good-Nature from being deluded by the Artifice of 
this common Traytor to all Honour and Virtue; he 
became extremely pleas d with him, and far from 
ſuſpecting his Deſigns, let him into all his Affairs 
with a freedom which ſome time after he found 


he had ſufficient Reaſon to repent. One day as they 
were 
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were alone together, he told him he had been the 
Night before at Montamonr's ; that Sansfoy 
her; and ſtaying till it was late, he had waited on 
her home; that as they went, ſhe had given him 
fome Hints he was not ſo happy in the Affections 
of his Miſtreſs as ſhe had made him hope; and that 
Galliard was mention'd by her-in a manner which, 
tho' he was not inclinableto Jealouſy, had given him 
much Diſquiet. *Twas with a vaſt deal of Saxiſ- 
faction that Da Lache found his Plot had fo well 
ſucceeded on Sansfoy, and now. began to hope there 
was a poſſibility of deceiving them all, by the fame 
means he had done her: He diſſembled his Sentiments, 
however, and ſeem'd to regard what Beauclair had 
told him, but as a thing in which he had no man- 
ner of Concern, tho' all the time he was in his 
Company, his Invention was at work how to make 
the beſt Uſe of what he heard; and having hit on g 
Thought which ſeem'd to be a lucky one, diſen- 
gaged himſelf as ſoon as poſſible, and went about 
the Execution of it. 

He faw that with Wiſdom, Honour, Generofity, 
Sweetneſs of Diſpoſition, and a thouſand ſhining Qua- 
lities which made up the Character of Beauclair, 
there were certain Frailties mix'd, which prov'd him 
not abſolutely Divine. From their laſt Converſation, 
he gather d, that an Impatience of Indignities, and a 
too great Aptitude to credit all Reports t hat ſhou'd 
be made him, gave Treachery an advantageous Ground 
to dart her Arrows from; and perceiving that thoſe 
little Reflections Sansfoy had made, had been ſufficient 
to give him pain, he reſolv'd to ſtrengthen whar ſhe 
aid, by proofs which ſhou'd wear the Appearance 

of Infallibility. 

Toncar and Le Songe were Men that had no other 
Dependance than their Wits; and if employ'd in any 
_ Defign which _y found it their Intereſt to under- 
take, thought it the leaſt of their Buſineſs to enquire 
whether it were honourable, or not. A publick Oath, 
or private Aſſaſſtnation, were what at any time a 

8 proſpect 


was wien 
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proſpe& of Advantage wou'd lead them to. Dy 
Lache was perfectly acquainted with their Principles, 
and in his Days of Poverty had been one of their 
Aſſociates, and therefore made no doubt but he 
ſhou'd find them both willing and able ro ſerve him 
in his preſent Affair. The Moment he left Beauclair 
he ſent for em to his Lodgings; and having commy- 
nicated the whole Matter to them, and receiv'd their 
Promiſes of Aſſiſtance, they all together agreed on a 
Stratagem, which was accordingly executed the next 
Morning in the Manner following. 

Du Lache went pretty early to give the Bonjour to 
Beauclair at his Lodgings; and after ſome little Diſ- 
courſe of ordinary Affairs, ask'd that Gentleman, 
whom he knew to be a Lover of it, to walk with 
him, it being a Morning full of Temptation. The 
Propoſition was agreeable; and as ſoon as he was 
refed they went together on foot towards the Lou- 
vre, dehgning for the Gardens: But as they turn'd 
the Corner of a little back Lane, which carried them 
to the great Street before the Palace, they heard a 
ſudden Ciaſh of Swords; and immediately ſaw two 
Men engag'd in ſo furious a manner, as if each had 
vow'd the other's Death: But one of them ſeem'd 
leſs skillful in the Uſe of his Weapon, and was preſs'd 
upon by his Adverſary with ſo much advantage, that, 
in all appearance, he muſt have fallen, or yielded, if 
Beauclair and Du Lache, no other Perſuns happening 
to be near, had not run in to his Relief. The Mo- 
ment they advanc'd, the Perſon that ſeem'd to be the 
Foil'd, took to his Heels, and was immediately out 
of ſight: His Antagoniſt made an offer of N 

et not ſo eagerly but that he was eaſily withhe 
y Beauclair, who asking what had been the Occa- 
ſion of their Quarrel, and how it happen'd that they 
had made choice of a Place ſo unfit for their pur- 
poſe, cou'd get no other Anſwer from him, than 
that he was undone! and that ro have been hinder'd 
from purſuing the Perſon with whom he had been 
fighting, was a more cruel Misfortune than the _ 
0 
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of his Life wou'd have been, had the other got the 
better. Beauclair was prodigiouſly amaz d at theſe 
Words: He cou'd not imagine that a Fellow of the 
Rank he appear'd to be, (being dreſs'd after the man- 
ner of a Valet) cou'd have ſo nice a Senſe of Ho- 
nour as to prefer it to his Life, and had a great Cu- 
rioſity to know of what nature this Affair was; 
which made him extremely pleas d when D Lache, 
pretending an equal Aſtoniſhment, preſs'd the Man 
to relate it. Ar laſt, ſeemingly overcome by the 


perſuaſions of Gentlemen to whom he ow'd his 


Safety, he told em, (after he had engag'd their Pro- 
miſes never to reveal the Secret he was about to in- 
truſt em with) That he was a wr on Mon- 
ſieur Galliard, had formerly livd with him, and 
was now employ'd by him in the Conduct of an 
Amour which, if diſcover'd, would certainly be of 


fatal Conſequence. The young Lady, faid he, with 
whom my Miſter (for I ſtill call him fo) is ena- 
mour'd, is cf Quality, and has a Brother whom-the. 


l-aſt occaſiun of Suſpicion wou'd ſet on fire for the 
Honour of his Family. Every body knows the 
Temper of Madamoiſelle Galliard, that ſhe is one of 
the moſt jealous Women on Earth ; and being fix'd 
in a Belief that ſhe is not ſo well in her Husband's 
AﬀeRions as ſhe cou'd wiſh, makes ic her whole 
Study to find out what Woman is the Cauſe; for 
ſome ſuch one ſhe is ſure there is, and, if diſcover'd, 
will not fail to expoſe her in the moſt groſs and 


ſhameful manner imaginable. Now you muſt know, 


Meſſieurs, (continu'd he) that this Lady being pretty 


cloſely obſerv'd by the Brother I told you of, and a 
Gentleman whom ſhe is ſhortly to be married to, 
cannot oblige my Maſter with her Converſation neither 
ſo frequently nor ſo long as both of em deſire; but 


his Impatience had contriv'd a Way to remedy that 
Misfortune. He provided a little Ladder of Ropes, 


which ſhe faſtening to her Window, he might eaſily 


enter, and paſs a whole Night with her. This very 


Ladder, and a Letter appointing the Hour he was to 


. go, 


— 
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go, I was this Morning to deliver to her; but, © 
unlucky Accident! Madamoiſeile, whether ſhe over. 
heard the Orders he was giving me, or whether ſhe 
coming to the Houſe, 
and being in private with my Maſter, was on ſome 
fuch Deſign, I know not, but ſhe immediately ſent 
a Fellow, a Creature entirely at her devotion, after 
me, who following me without my taking Notice, 
or in the leaſt imagining he was behind me, till we 
came into this By-Lane, where he ſnatch'd 
Bundle from me, which, unſuſpecting any ſack 
thing, I held careleſſly in my Hand, he immediately 
whipp'd it into his Pocket, and drawing his Sword 
to defend his Prize, perceiving I was doing the fame 
to recover it, engag'd me in the manner in which 
you found us. | | 
There was a viſible Alteration in Beauclair's Coun-- 
tenance from the firſt Moment this Fellow mention'd 
the Name of Galliard; but when be heard him 'fay 
the Lady, ro whom he ſhould have deliver'd the Lad- 
der of Ropes, had a Brother, and that ſhe was in a 
ſhort time to be married, his Face ſeem'd dy'd in 
Crimſon, his Eyes ſhot Fire, and wild Impatience - 
diſtoi ted every Feature. With what a Pleaſure Da 
Lache obſerv'd it, the Reader will eaſily imagine; for 
I believe none will be ſo ſtupid, as not to ſee that 
this was the Contrivarce which had been form'd the 
Night before; and that thoſe Fellows who ſeem d 
ſach Foes, were no other than Le Songe and Toncar, 
who had confederated with the other, and invented 
this Story, which was likely enough to confirm the 
Suſpicions Beawclair had already, thro' Sansfoy's Sug- 
ions, concety'd of the unblameable Monramonr. 
This artful Villain, to farther the baſe Defign ſo ſuc- 
cefsfully begun, immediately cry'd out in a ſeeming 
Afﬀtoniſhment, O Heavens! This Lady whom you 
have been ſpeaking of, is no other than Montamour, and 
this Gentleman, ro whom with me you have been dif- 
covering her Weakneſs, the very Man who was deſigu d 
to make her happy in a Husband, A thodfand hy co 
ces 
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fances concur to make me know my Fears are but too 
true, — What have I done? (return'd the other with a 
well „ Tony what have — ? — 
Wretch that I am, — has my unwary Tongue 
dip ought that may diſcover what my Maſter would 
not for his Soul have known? -— has any inadvertent 
Word eſcap'd me, that gives you Reaſon to imagi 
tis Monta mour who is enamour'd of Galliard to ſo 
high a Degree, that for his ſake ſhe can conſent to 
ſuffer Freedoms, ſuch as I have been ſpeaking of? 
O too, too ſure! (continued he tearing his Hair,) I 
am by ſome fatal Accident made guilty ; the Secret 
of my Maſter is betray'd ; the Lady is expos d; and 
we are all ruin d! No, no, ( ſaid Beauclair, aſſu- 
ming as much as poſſible his accuſtom'd Serenity of 
Countenance,) you are ſo far from being guilty of 
any Thing that can becall'd a Crime, that in maki 
this Diſcovery, tho' undeſign'd by you, you have obli- 
ged a Gentleman who never will be ungrateful. Take 
this, (added he, giving him a Purſe of Gold,) and 
ever be aſſured to find a Friend in Beauclair. The 
Fellow ſeem'd to ſtart at the Name of Beaxclair ; 
and, after having ſeveral Times repeated, Good God, 
is it poſſible! fell on his Knees, entreating him, that 
in what Manner ſoever he expreſs'd his Reſentments, 
that he would take na. notice of him in the Affair. 
am an unfortunate Gentleman, added he, who have 
a large Family and no other Dependance than the 
Favour of my Maſter; and as it was not thro' De- 
ſign, but Accident, I have made you acquainted with 
this Hiſtory, (little ſuſpecting, Heaven knows, how 
deeply you were intereſted in it,) I beg my unhap- 
py Children may not ſuffer for the Folly of their 
ather ; for ſure I am, if Monſieur Galliard ſhould 
know it is from me you learned the Secret, my 
Life would be the firſt Sacrifice he would offer to 
his Miſtreſs's Reputation. All the Rage of Temper 
which Beauclair had been endeavouring to quell, re- 
- turn'd at this laſt Word, with greater Violence than 


ever, and wholly unable to contain his Fury. 
Vol. II. G 
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His Miſtreſs! interrupted he, O Damnation on the 
Thought! Ten thoutand Fiends torture her falſe de- 
ceiving. Soul: Curſe on her treacherous 'Charmg— 
her coumterfeited Modeſty, — her cool Reſerve! 
the Jilt, the Hypocrite! Was there no Man but me 
to have made a Property? — Am I, of all my 
Sex, choſe out as fitteſt for the Cover of her ſeeret 
Eewdneſs ? He would, doubtleſs, have vented the 
oer-boiling Paſſions of his Mind in many more ſuch 
like Exclamations, if Du Lache had not reminded 
him of the Place they were in, and entreated him 


to conceal his Diſorders: till he ſhould! come into one 


where Privacy ſhould: more conveniently permit 
him. to indulge them. Beauclair thank'd him for 
this friendly Admonition, and turning to Le Songe, 
(for it was he who had entertain'd; him with this 
fine Invention) bid him be eaſy; for whatever he 
ſhould determine to revenge the Wrongs Galliard 
had done him, it ſhould never be 'known by what 
means he made a Diſcovery of "them. Dx Lache 
parted from his. confederate Villain with an applaud- 
ing Smile, for the Succeſs of an Enterprize which 
they promis d themſelves to be very merry at here- 
after, and follow d Beauclair, who, with an Air that 
ſpoke his inward Agitations, was walking toward 
the Palace-Gardens. They took two or three turns 
there; but the Charms of the Morning having drawn 
a good deal of Company, it grew troubleſome to 
this diſtracted Lover: He went home again, and gi- 
ving Orders not to be diſturb'd, ſhut himſelf into his 
Clolet with Du Lache. It was now this ſubtle 
Inſinuater had ad Opportunity of making every 
thing appear as he would have it. The prudent 
and reſerv d Behaviour which render'd Montamour 
an envyd Example to all the young Ladies of her 
Time, by his Suggeſtions now ſeem'd all Artifice; 
and the Heart which had ſo long, and fo juſtly paid 
Homage to ber as the moſt truly adorable of her 
Sex, was now brought to conſider her as the vileſt. 
Ar ürſt his Reſolutions were to ſend a Cheng -; 

alliard; 
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Calliard; but his miſchievous Adviſer, with Reaſon» - 
fearing that if they fought, which-ever got the bet- 
ter, ſuch an Encounter Th nd mg Eclairciſſe- 
nent ſufficient to detect his Villany, perſuaded him, 
that as ſhe had render'd herſelf unworthy of his 
Afeftion, ſhe alſo had of his Regard ; and that it was 
too much to hazard his Life in a Cauſe which when 
known, could neither add to his Acnour, or reſtore 
that of the Perſon for whom he fought. To what 
End, Monſieur, {aid he, ſhould you engage in a Quar- 


rel of this nature? Galliard is not a Rival, whoſe 


Addreſſes may, but already have obtain'd every Thing 
to the prejudice of your Paſſion; and ſhould your 
Sword have all the Advantages you could defire, 
what would it avail? Montamour would not be leſs 
unſullied; his Blood could never waſh her Stains 
away, nor could his Death give back that Virtue 
which alone can make her worthy of your Love. 
He usd many more Arguments of this nature; and 
fading the other inclinable to liſten to every Thing 
he ſaid, Methinks, reſum'd he, it better would be- 
come a Paſſion injur'd to that degree yours is, to 
pay the Injuſtice with Scorn than Anger; — and 
ſince Heaven, by a Means ſo unexpected, has given 
you a perfect Knowledge of her Perfidy, to imagine 
you will ſtill continue any Profeſſions of Tenderneſs 
there, would be to harbour the moſt deſpicable No- 
tions of your Underſtandiog; to deſiſt from them, 
without condeſcending to, give her any Reaſons for 
ſo doing, would be the rioſt galling Revenge you 
can take: Let all thoſe who have ſeen your Ado- 
rations, be Witneſs of your Contempt; — if Chance 
ſhould bring you into her Preſence, behold her with 
Indifference ; — ſpeak of her with Diſdain; and, if 
poſſible, think of. her as ſhe deſerves, with Hate: 
Or, (continu'd he, perceiving Beauclair could not 
forbear ſighing at that Word.) if that is a Task too 
difficult to be accompliſh'd preſently, feign at leaſt 
to do ſo.——Believe me, who am perfectly well ac- 
quanted with the Humour of the Sex, that nothing 
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is ſo great a Shock as cool Indifference: = Rage, tho 
expreſs d in the rudeſt Manner, ſtill diſcovers there 
are Remains of Paſſion in the Heart which harbours 
it, and only feeds the Pride of her tis vented on; 
but a ſedate, an unregarding Air, ſtabs the vain Co- 
querte in the tendereſt Part, You ſpeak my Senſe, 
anſwered Beauclair; I do not believe any Thing ſo 
truly ſtinging to Womankind, as when they find their 
Power of creating Inquietudes are paſt ; and yet {cried 
he after a Pauſe) I n&er obſerv'd in Montamour that 
Humour; but (added he, changing his Voice) ſhe 
is all Artifice, — all damn'd Deceit, and knows how 
to dreſs the worſt of Vices with a Shew of Virtue: 
Du Lache, I hate her, by Heaven I do, — and ſhe 
ſhall know I do:—— Tl write and tell her ſo this ve- 
ry Moment. Alas! reply'd he, how little is a Soul, 
in the Condition yours is, capable of judging of its 
own Conceptions? — To fay you hate, is to confeſs 
you love; — for Heaven's fake do not thus unman 
yourſelf; — if you muſt write, let it be—— What? 
interrupted Beauclair. I wiſh, rejoin'd the other, 
you'd give me leave to dictate. With all my Heart, 
| fanſwer'd he,) write what you think moſt proper,— 
what you yourſelf in the like Circumſtance would 
ſay; but take care, be ſure not ro let {lip one Word 
which may look like Tenderneſs, and I will copy it 
over, and ſend it to her ſtrait. | 
Thus did this unſuſpecting Gentleman, blinded by 
' Paſſion, and ſooth'd by the baſe Arts of the moſt 
treacherous of all Villains, join in the Deceit againſt 
' bimſelf, and aid the Ruin of his own Hopes. D» 
Lache was too aſſiduous in Miſchief to give him 
Time for Reflection; and taking Pen and Paper, im- 
mediately writ in this Manner: 


To 


To 
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To Madamoiſelle MonTAMOUR... 


HO' nothing is more baſe than for the Tongue or 
Pen to — — of a Paſſion which the 
Heart is a Stranger to, yet nothing is more in 
faſhion even among thoſe. who pretend to the greateſt 
Honour of both Sexes, but as I reſolve to be for ever 
out of it, ſo I will not accuſe you, becauſe I will not 
give you the Trouble of endeavouring at a Fuſtifica- 
tion, which will be altogether vain. 3 

This, therefore, comes to bid you an eternal Adieu; 
wiſhing you a long Series of Content ment in thoſe Amuſe- 
ments you are pleas'd, at preſent, to place your Felicity 
in; and that the Memory of what has paſs'd between 
us, may not hereafter afford a more juſt Occaſion of 
Diſquiet to you, than to the 


Once paſſionare 


BEAUCLAlR. 


This being extremely approv'd of by Beauclair, 
was immediately copied over by him, and ſent to 
Montamour ; but notwithſtanding the Rage he was 
in, and the ſeeming Reaſon he had to be ſo, the Re- 
ſpect he had always been accuſtom'd to pay this La- 
dy, not all his Belief of her unworthineſs cou'd ut - 
terly eraſe : He could not bring himſelf to treat her 
in this Manner, without giving to his own Soul 
2a Shock the moſt ſenſible it could ſuſtain ; and tho 
he was perſuaded to an Aſſurance that what he 
did was entirely right, he could not do it withour 
Agonies inexpreſſible. = 

But if the Sender of theſe cruel! Lines felt ſuch 
Diſquiets, how infinitely more terrible muſt their 
Influence be on the unfortunate Receiver, the inno- 


cent injur'd Monta mour? Tho' her Modeſty, and the 


natural Reſervedneſs of her Temper had kept her 
G 3 from 
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from making ſuch violent Declarations of her paſ- 
ſion, as many of her Sex are too apt to do, yet ne- 
ver Woman lov'd to a greater or more ſublime He. 
ee: Had Lite and Beauclair's Satisfaction been at 


ON 


ke, he would have made no Scruple to relinquiſh 
the one, if by it ſhe might have purchasd him the 
other: With ſuch a Profuſion of Tenderneſs ſhe 
regarded him, rhat her whole Soul was taken up, and 
render'd incapableof any other Thovght; nor had ſhe, 
till this unhappy Moment, thro' the Courſe of her 
Affection ever met with the leaſt Cauſe to make 
her wiſh ſhe could be leſs devoted to him. How 
prodigious then, how much beyond what Words can 
repreſent, or even Thought, unfeeling it, conceive, 
muſt be her Aſtoniſhment, her Grief, her Indigna- 
tion, at theſe diſtracting Lines! It was but two 
Days fince he had parted from her with all the To- 
kens of a foul-raprur'd Paſſion, and what now cou d 
move him ro abjure it, and renounce his Vows, 
was ſomething ſo amazing, that it ſeem'd impoſ- 
fible. — She could not preſently believe her Eyes: 
She read the fatal Scroll again and again; and being 
perfectly aſſur d it was his Hand, had not the leaſt 
Hold for Hope his Heart was untainted with the 
Vices common to his Sex —— She found herſeif ut- 
terly abandon'd; the Letter told her ſo, in Words 
too plain to ſuffer her to make a doubt of it; and 
whar ſhe endur'd in that Reflection, none, but thoſe in 
the like Circumftance, can gueſs. The Hints he gave, 
that ſne plac'd her Felicity in Amuſements in which 
He had no part, ſhe conſider'd as the common At- 
tifice of Mankind, who, when they no longer find 
It to their Satisfaction to continue their Profeſſions, 
to veil their own Inconſtancy and Levity of Nature, 
throw the Odium on the Perſon they forſake; and 
in this View he appeared ſo black, chat for” ſome 
Moments ſhe found Eaſe in Hate: Stripp'd of thoſe 

| Graces (laid the to herſelf) which diſtinguifh'd him 
from the reſt of Men, and which alone cou'd excuſe 
che Idolatry of my fond Soul, I ſhould deſerve the 
= - Contempt 
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Contempt he treats me 'with, ſhou'd I perſiſt to 
love; — No, Ide ſpiſe him, drive him from my Heart, 
for ever, —ingrateful as he is, unworthy even 
of my Remembrance. This Reſolution ſeem d, in- 
deed, moſt con ſonant to Reaſon; but, alas! how little 
are the Slaves of Love capable of obeying ſuch Dic- 
rates? The Weakneſs of her Sex, or rather the Weak - 
neſs of her Paſſion, chre her immediately into ſoſt 
Complainings: Beaxclair's ten thouſand Charms, his 
flowing Wit, his fweet (enchanting Air, his tendet 
Proteſtations, Languiſhments, and Vows, all came 
freſh into her Mind, and Streams of Tears put out 
the Fire of Rage. It was about Noon when fhe 
receiv'd this ſurprizing Letter; and altogether unfit 
for Converſation, ſhe was oblig'd to feipn herſelf in- 
diſpos d, to avoid dining with her Brother, who.liv'd 
in the Houſe with her, and was but Juſt recovering 
from a long Fit of Sickneſs. The Neceffi-y the h 
of ſnunning his Preſence till the had a little over- 
come her Diſorders, was no ſmall Addition to them: 
The Marriage- Ceremony between her and Beauclair 
waited only for this Gentleman's Return of Health, 
and what Pretence ſhe ſhou'd make for breaking it 
off, ſhe knew not; for the Thought of telling him 
in what Manner ſhe was usd by her ungr 
Lover was inſupportable, net ont of a womaniſh 
Pride of difdaining to 'convfefs ſhe had been forſaken, 
but becauſe ſhe knew not How far and How fatally 
his Reſentment might tranſport him inthe Vindicis 
tion of a Siſter affronted in fo unpardonable à Man- 
ner, If her Tenderneſs for Breauclaiy had, by his 
hte Behaviour, been render'd lefs prevatent, ſhe had 
a Generofity in her Soul which made her look uport 
Revenge as a Paſſion juſtly ro be abhor'd; and how 
to prevent it, her Brother being naturally violent, 

ve her Diſturbances. little inferior to her others. 
he had alſo a long and uneaſy Debate within herſelf 


in whar Terms ſhe ſhonld anſwer thoſe Lines which 


bad made ſo fadden an Alteration in her Fate, or 


whether the ought to anfwer them at all; and the 
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Uncertainty in what Way it was beſt for her to pro- 
ceed in an Affair ſo every way diſtracting, took 
_ her the Power of doing any Thing for ſome 
ime. | | | | | 
Tho''tis poſſible whatever ſhe had writ Du Lacht 
might have found Means to confute, and by con- 
ſtruing her Words turn'd em to favour his Deſign, 
yet her Silence furniſh'd him with an Opportunity 
of perſuading Beauclair, that it was not only an Ar- 
* of her Guilt, but alſo, that had ſhe but the 
eaſt Defire to retain a Place in his Affections, ſhe 
wou'd have made a Tryal of her Power, and endra- 
vour'd to regain him: Her taking no notice of your 
Letter, (ſaid he) is a Proof that ſhe rejoices in an Oc- 
calion to break with you; and thinks to be eſteem'd 
by you, is of ſo little conſequence, that ſhe will not be 
at the pains of one Invention (of which her Brain 
1s ſufficiently ſtor'd) to purchaſe it, With theſe kind 
of Suggeſtions he was always at his Ear, haunted 
him like his Shadow whereſoever he went, and ne- 
ver ſuffer d his Reſentments, by a Moment's Ceſſa- 
tion, to grow cool, till he thought, he had entirely 
brought about his End of extirpating all Remem- 
brances which might riſe in his Soul in favour of 
Montamour. | 
Things being in this favourable poſition, he thought 
it now high time to introduce the Baroneſs into his 
Acquaintance: He had often mention'd her to him 
as a Perſon the moſt extraordinary. of her Sex, and 
every now and then took Occaſion to tell him he 
had ſeveral times heard her ſpeak the Name of Beau- 
clair with a kind of Tranſport. Were fhe unmar- 
Tied, (ſaid the cunning Villain, ) and Miſtreſsof an Em- 
Pire, the Admiration ſhe pays your Virtues (for ſhe 
is no Stranger either to your Perſon or Character) 
would moſt certainly entitle you to ſhare it with 
ber. There are very few People, if any, of either 
Sex, tho' never free from what we call Vanity, that 
feel not a ſecret pleaſure in hearing themſelves prais d; 


and indeed where ſuch a Deſire is not imme. 
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i is rather an Argument of a noble, than a baſe Na” 
ture, Ambition is laudable when it extends no far” 
ther than to excel in thoſe Qualities which may ren” 
der us agreeable to Society, ſerviceable to the World» 
and pleaſing to Heaven; but when. diſregarding the 
Subſtance, and graſping at the Shadow, we aim only 
at the Reputation of a Perfection, without taking any 
pains to make us worthy of it, tis idle Oftentation, 
and often draws the Owner into worſe Vices, Envy 
and Detraction. Such a Perſon can hardly endure 
another to be ſpoke well of; whereas the other hears 
his Companion extoll'd with no other Uneaſineſs 
than a ſecret Indignation againſt himſelf, for either 
his Inability, or Want of Application to attain thoſe 
Virtues he finds ſo univerſally applauded. Beauclair 
cou'd not be poſſeſs d of ten thouſand inimitable 
Graces, and be ignorant they merited Admiration; 
and tho' he was 18 accuſtom'd to create it, that he 
cou'd not be much tranſported at what Du Lache 
told him of the Baroneſs, yet the Sweetneſs of his 
Diſpoſition made him always think himſelf oblig'd 
to the good Opinion of any one, much more to a 


| Lady's, of whom he heard ſuch Wonders. He ſeem'd 


with her; and the rather, becauſe he hoped the Con 
verſation of a Woman ſo agreeable and witty, as 
ſhe had been repreſented, might be a Means more 
effectual to drive Montamour from his Thoughts, 
than he found all the Efforts he had been able to 
make, 

The Day wich was appointed for him to accom- 
pany Du Lache in his Viſit to her being arriv'd, it is 
not to be doubted bur that, having notice of it, ſhe 
took all imaginable Care to appear amiable in his 
Eyes: If there be any Charm which Art and St dy 
can acquire, neither was here wanting to procure it: 
Her D eſs, her Looks, and her Behaviour, were 
al fram d to pleaſe; and having throughly informd 
herſelf by Du Lache what beſt- wau'd ſuit his Hu- 
mour, ſhe threw the vain Coguette entirely off, and: 

: G5 Mete 


very well pleas d ta encourage an — 
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| wore the Appeargnce of the Woman of Honour —. 
Her Carriage, tho' affable and complailant, was all on 
the Reſer ve; nor did ſhe ({ exact was ſhe in Diſſi- 
mulation) in the leaſt Word or Action, all the time 
he ſtay'd with her, ſwerve from the moſt nicy 
Punctilio of Medeſty. They parted extremely fatif. 
| = with each other: He confider'd her as an agreeable 
 Acquaintance, and ſhe him, as a Man, whom in time 

ſhe might be able to ſubdue. | 

After this, they had frequent Interviews, ſome- 
times at her own Houſe, and ſometimes at Mada- 
moiſelle D'ovrier's, where D# Lache had alſo intro- 
duc'd him, as if it were by Chance, and not with 
any Deſign of meeting the Baroneſs; tho' this in- 
deed was one of thoſe Places of Rendezvous befere - 
mention d: But tho' his Carriage was full of Gallan- 
try and Complaiſance, yet neicher his Words gor 
Actions had any Symptoms of that Paſſion ſhe was 

ambitious of inſpiring, and which alone could make 
her eaſy. To inform this Dulaeſs of Nature (as the 
accounted it,) ſhe to leſſen her Referve, and 
aſſuming an Air all foft and tender, talk d to him, 
and look d on him with that fort of kind Concera 
as is uſual between the moſt near and affectionate 
Relations; and believing it neceſſary to give ſome 
little Hints that there was ſomething yet more 
endearing in her Soul, would now and then let 
fall a Word, caſt an amorous Glance, and vent 
a. Sigh, as if it had eſcap'd her in ſpite of her En- 
deavours to reftrain it. In fine, ſhe manag'd with 
ſuch Artifice, that he nauſt have been as in/en/tble as 
he was really diſcerning, not to have perceiv'd ſhe 
loyd him; but the Reluctance with which ſhe ſeem'd 
to let any Thing ſlip which might give him Cauſe 
to imagine he had made an Impreſſion on her, ex- 
tremely heighten'd his Eſteem; and tho? he had not 
been able to drive the Idea of Montamour fo much 
out of his Mind as to be capable of entertaining a 
new Flame, yet he could not help feeling a ſecret 
Satisfaction in the Influence he found he had _ a 
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goul ſo nicely virtuous, and full of noble Sentirnents, as 
he believ d hers to be. The good Opinion he had 
of her, may, perhaps, ſeem ſtrange, conſidering in 
what a vaſtly different Light her Character appear d 
in the Eyes of moſt People; but till Ds Lache (who 
had taken care to prepoſſeſs him with Notions all 
to her advantage) introduc'd him to her, he was 
utterly unacquainted either with her Fame or Perſon. 
His Travels had taken him up ſome Years, and fince 
his Return to Paris, his Engagement with Monta- 
mour, and the ſincere Tenderneſs he had for her, en- 
tirely engroſs d all his Hours, and left him not a 
Moment to throw away. on Enquiries after any 
other Woman; and as the Sweetneſs of his Diſpo- 
fition made him always ready to think the beſt bf 
every body, it is not to be wonder d at, that for a 
Time he was deceiv d into a Belief of the Baraneſs's. 
Virtue. | 

But the Reſpect which his too- favourable Opinion 
had inſpir'd him with, was far from forwarding 
what her wiſhes aim'd at: She eaſily perceiy'd it, 
and truly judging by the Fire ſhe obſerv'd in bis 
Compoſition, by the tender which ſome- 
times trembled in his ſhining Eyes, and by the Air 
ef all his Motions, that he was no Enemy to ſoft 
Deſires, and that the diſtant Complaifance with which 
de treated her, was more owing to the Belief he 
bad, that to offer at a nearer Familiarity wou'd not 
be receiv'd, than to any Diſlike to her, or Coldneſs 
in his own Nature, ſhe refolv'd to act in ſuch a 
Manner for the future, as ſhould let him fee that it 
was impoſſible for him to preſume beyond a Par- 
don. She communicated her Intention to Dx Lache, 
and order'd him, that on all Opportunities he ſhou'd 
hint to Beauclair ſomething of her Paſſion, ſeem to 
be ſurpris d at the Diſcovery he made of it, and pity 
the Conflicts he muſt imagine ſhe endur'd between 
her Virtue and Defire. He extremely approv'd of 


what ſhe ſaid, and obey'd her Commands with ſuck 


Succeſs, that by what he told. him, and by what. 
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himſelf had of late gather d from the Baroneſis Be: 
haviour, the other was convinc'd it would be no 
difficulty to obrain from thatLady the greateſt Con- 
deſcenſion he cou'd require. If thus encourag'd hy 
had refus d to take the Advantages were offer'd him, 
he either muſt not have been a Max, or of a Soul 
much more refin d than Man is ordinarily poſſeſod 
of. Tho' Vanity and Curioſity were the Name of 
Female Foibleſſs, yet they are often (without an 
other Incitement) the Occaſion of making the wol 
- deſerving Woman lament the Inconſtancy of her 
Husband, or Lover. But to thoſe rwo Motives, 
Beauclair had, indeed, a third: The Deſire of ba- 
niſhing as much as poſſible all Remembrance of a Per- 
ſon he thought ſo utterly unworthy as Montamour, 
and, as he has ſince confeſs'd, and as by the reſt of 
his Character one may reaſonably believe, this laſt was 
the moſt prevailing Argument which induc'd him to 
imagine an Affair like this cou'd be of any conſe- 
quence to his Happineſs. But notwithſtanding all that 
his Reſentments to Montamour, or that Levity of 
Nature (too incident to his Sex) cou'd ſuggeſt, his 
Inclinations were not ſo much upon the Wing as to 
engage him to make any great haſte to proſecute 
the Conſummation of it; and he had, perhaps, de- 
lay d fo long, till ſomething had happen d to prevent 
all Deſires of — it, if the Lady's Impatience 
had not made her take ſuch Meaſures as, in a manner, 
oblig d him to declare himſelf. 

One Evening as they were alone together at Mada- 
moiſelle D'ovrier's, (Du Lache having excus'd him - 
ſelf from waiting on Beauclair) ſhe, artfully waving 
all other Subjects of Converſation, turn'd it in ſuch a 
manner, that it more wore the Face of Chance than 
Deſign, into an Argument on the Force of Love: 
She pretended to prove that whatever Indecorums 
were the Conſequences of that Paſſion, they were 

Wholly una voidable, and therefore cou'd not but be 
pardonable. A Man muſt have been very uncourtly, 
andeed, that, Whatever his Thoughts were, = 

ve 
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have diſputed with a Lady on that Topick; Beau- 
clair was more gallant; and believing that if ever he 
deſir d any greater Teſtimonies of the Conqueſt he 
had made of her Heart, than what her Eyes declar'd, 
now was the Time to obtain them, he catch'd her 
ſuddenly in his Arms, and ſtrenuouſly embracing her, 
cry'd out in a ſort of Extacy, O Madam! how 
divinely good you are to-declare your Willingneſs to 
forgive Actions which cannot, by him who gazes on 
your Charms, but with Torments inexpreſſible be 
reſtrain'd! And perceiving ſhe affected a little Aſto- 
niſhment at his Proceeding; Nay, Madam, continu'd 
he, by your own Words you ſtand condemn'd, Lown 
my ſelf a Lover, an Adorer of your Perfedtions!— 
Jam no longer Maſter of my Paſſion I muſt in- 
dulge the burning Wiſhes of my Soul!— And you 
muſt pardon em You have ſaid you will; — and 
ſure, you are too heavenly to retract your Promiſe, —— 
A thouſand melting Kiſſes, on her Lips, on her 
Eyes, her Breaſts, made a delightful Parentheſis be- 
tween almoſt every Word he ſpoke, and took from 
her the power of anſwering, if ſhe had attempted 
it; but ſhe, who was truly charm'd with him, and 
bad long languifſh'd for the Bleſſing ſhe now fo un- 
ex ly poſſeſs d, was for ſome. Moments too. 
much tranſported to have recourſe to Artifice: Scarce 
knowing what ſhe did, ſhe mix'd her Breath with 
his; and as he held her, preſs'd him cloſer ſtil}! But 
Preſence of Mind (which till this Juncture never had 
been abſent from her Breaſt) reſuming its former 
place, and reminding her, how cheap, in his Eſteem, 
a too eaſy Yielding would make her appear, oblig'd 
her to make ſome faint Efforts to get looſe from his 
Embrace. O unhappy and unguarded Woman 
that I am, (ſaid ſhe, ſeeming to weep,) by my own 
Inadvertency Iamloſt ! —Thisdangerous Charmer has 
ſearch'd into my Soul, and found the fatal Secret our, 
which till this Moment I durſt not tell my ſelf.— 
Ohl I am undone for ever (purſu'd ſhe after a Pauſe, 
and muſtering all her Force to dart one piercing 
Glace) 
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Glance) unleſs Baanclair, the wondrous, — the lovely, 
dear deſtroying Beauclair, will be kind enough to 
let me,. to take himſelf for ever from me, and 
ler me fee that all- undoing Form no more. Firſt 
iſh this — eres 6 he, by this time fir'd, 
not with Love, with ing which too often 
bears the Name of it,) blind theſe Eyes! and new, 
and unimagin'd Curſes light on each Limb and Fa- 
eulty of Beauclair, when he conſents even in a Thought 
to quit the divine Torzill6e! Ah then, cry'd ſhe, there 
is no Power in Heaven or Earth can fave me. 
Fame, Duty, Virtue, are too weak Defences — againſt 
thoſe conquering Eyes, that Shape, rhat Air, that 
Mien, that Wit, that Voice, thoſe thouſand, thouſand 
Worlds of Charms! Death only is a Refuge for Tor- 
rillie! As ſhe ſpoke theſe Words, ſhe ſunk by degrees, 
and at laft fell quite back, in a counterfeited Swoon, 
in the Chair ſhe was fitting in. Baauclair ſtarted im- 
mediarely from his, and run to the Door, but not to 
call any Aſſiſtance, or bring Water to revive her, (as 
aps ſome over-aw'd Lovers might have been 
ſtupid enough to have done,) but to make ir faſt, and 
prevent any other Perſon from ſharing with him in 
the Glory of reſtoring her to Life; nor was he, at 
his Return, at) a loſs for Means to bring her back to 
Senſe But if he cou'd have had power to inform 
that Senſe with a juſt Notion of the Happineſs ſhe 
was Miſtreſs of, ſhe had indeed been bleſt ; his ex- 
travagant Extent of charming, if not a ſufficient 
Sanction for the Crime, was yet a prodigious Excuſe, 
and his unqueſtion'd Honour a Security for the Con- 
cealment of it. But, alas! not all the Glories of his 
Form or Soul, net all the countleſs Wonders of his 
Wit and Beauty could work that Miracle, and tri- 
umph over the Inconſtancy of this univerſal Diſpen- 
ſer of her Favours, She who, engag'd with a Mul- 
tiplicity of Lovers, cou'd find no Satisfaction while 
wanting Beauclair; languiſh'd for others, when poſ- 
ſeſt of him; and this accompliſh'd Gentleman, in a 
little time, ſerv'd but to ſwell the Number of her 
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Admirers, ſcarce diſtinguiſh'd, in her Eſteem, from 
thoſe among em of the leaſt Pretence to Merit, 

But to go on gradually with her Hiſtory: She now 
accounted herſelt ſuperlatively bleſt, and Perhaps was, 
for a time, of the opinion ſhe never ſhou d wiſh a 
Joy more elevated than what the had poſſeſs d in 
Beauclair ; while he, deluded by his own Good-Na- 
ture, the Inſinuations of Du Lache, and the Subtilty 
of this fair Impoſture, rioted in Imagination, and 
grew almoſt vain on the Influence of his own 
Charms, which, without an Attempt, or even a Wiſh 
that way, had vanquiſh'd a Heart he believ'd impreg- 
nable to the united Farce of the whole World beſides. 
Montamour was now no more remember'd ; her Beau- 
ty, and her reported Falſhood were loſt amidſt the 
Hurry of his preſent Tranſports: But the fallacious 
Pleaſure was hardly more than momentary ; an Idea 
which once has made a true Impreſſion, and which 
Length of Time has rivetted in the Soul, is not with 
ſo much eaſe eraz d, tho? exild for awhile, by Cares, 
by Buſineſs, or another Object, a thouſand tender Paſ- 
ſages, in ſpite of us, occur, and bring the Charmer 
back ; and he that once has lov'd ſancerely, is in great 
danger of always loving. This was at leaſt the Caſe 
of Beauclair: He was ne ſooner at home, and had 
Leiſure for Reflection, than Montamour, adorn'd 
with all her Graces, came freſh into his Mind; and 
when he endeavour'd to extirpate her by thinking ou 
Tortillze, he but gave himſelf Diſorders which he 
found it impoſſible to quell. — If he compar'd, either 
the Beauties of their Minds, or Perſons, how infi- 
nitely ſuperior to the latter (ſetting aſide the Belief 
of her Inconſtancy) did the former appear! The 
Raptures he ſo lately enjoy d, already palld, and made 
Deſire grow ſick: The more he conſider d how 
much he was belov'd by Tortillee, the more he was 
diſtracted at the Thoughts that he had been unable to 
inſpire the ame Degree of Tenderneſs in Montamour: 
- Glad wou'd he have been to have had it in his power 
io return with ſomething more than Gratitude ow 

Wt Vche- 
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Vehemence of ſincere Affection, which the one ſeem 
fo profuſely to laviſh on him, and to have paid the 
imaginary Contempt and Ingratitude of the other 
with Hatred and Diſdain. But both theſe Wiſhes 
were impoſlible; and he found, in * of all the 
Strength of Reaſon he was Maſter of, that Love is 
not a Paſſion liable to controul. To add to his Dil. 
quiets, and put Reflection more upon the Rack, juſt 
as he was going to Bed, a Page from Montamour 
N him a Letter from her; which haſtily open · 

ing, he found in it theſe Lines: | 


To Monſieur Beauclair. 


T HAT I anſwer'd yours no ſooner, was only owing 
to the Uncertainty I was in if 1. ſhould anſwer it at 
all. The Levity of a Mind which could difate 

Lines like thoſe you writ, is, indeed, worthy. of nothing 
but Contempt; but I am of a Temper conſtant to a 
Fault, and confeſs my ſelf unable, immediately, to 
deſpiſe, what I have once, tho cauſeleſly, eſteem'd. 
You need not, however, be under the leaſt Apprehen- 


fion, that after this you ſhall receive any Perſecutions 


either from my Love, or Reſentment; and am fo far 
from enden vouring to be juſtify'd in your Opinion, that 
J do not ſo much as ak of what I am accus'd; and 
conſcious of no other real Guilt, on your account, than 
in putting à too-great Confidence in your ſeeming Sin- 
cerity and Honour, ſhall make uſe of ſo much Diſcre- 
tion as not to regard whatever imaginary Crime your 
22 may alledge againſt me, 0 vindicate your 

ange of Behaviour. 

I think my ſelf too much indebted to Heaven, for 


putting ſo early a ſtop to my future Engagements with 
you, to look back with Regret on the paſt ; much leſs 


#2 languiſh for a Renewal of thoſe fictitious Proteſia- 
tions with which you once had 7 a power of deceiving 


The Unthinking 
MonTAMOUR, 
P. S. 


The Miſtaken Reſentment. 161 

p. S. Y let you ſee with how much Tranquill 
Mind 1 3 et ernal Lofs of you, I nx; 1 ; 
ſuaded my Brother, that our breaking off is owing 
only to my ſelf; you therefore have nothing to fear 
either from his or my Reſentments, Tf you never en- 
dure more from a too-late Repentance, and the Re- 
proaches of your own Conſcience; you will be happy 


With what ſort of Emotions the Soul of Beau- 
clair was agitated at the reading. this Letter, wou'd 
be as impoſſible to deſcribe, as it was for him to fix 
on any one Sentiment to give him Eaſe. The cold 
Diſdain with which it ſeem'd ro be writ, fir'd him, 
at firſt, with Indignation : He thought ſhe gloried in 
her Falſhaod, and rejoic'd in an Opportunity to break 
with him; but when he conſider'd it more carefully, 
he fancy'd he found a certain Stiffneſs in the Stile, 
which perſuaded him her Indifference was but 
feign'd. One Moment ſhe appear'd to his Imagi - 
nation, as ſhe really was, all heavenly Truth and In- 
nocence, languiſhing, dying with the cruel Alteration 
of her Fortune, and only counterfeiting to deſpiſe a 
Heart which had ſo. ungenerouſly abandemd her :— 
The next, he thought he ſaw her, as her Engmies had 
repreſented her, falſe, perjur'd, and inconſtant; in 
private, diſſolutely laviſh of her Favours, and only 
hypocritically modeſt and reſerv'd in publick: — Some- 
times, in ſpite of all Appearance, he was inclin'd to 
think her virtuous, but then the manner in which he 
was impos d on to believe her otherwiſe, check d the 
Suggeſtions of his Tenderneſs. Long did the 
Fondneſs of his Paſſion ſtruggle againſt all Oppoſi- 
tion; till at laſt, reſolving to give the Victory to that 
which ſeem'd to be the Reſult of Reaſon, — 1 will 
no more debate (ſaid he to himſelf,) nor join to be 
my own Deceiver ; — Heaven is not more true than 
Mantamour is falſe, —='Tis plain; and to have — > 
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Doubt of it, after the Proofs I have had, is moſt 
ridiculous and vain. No Envy, nao Malice, no 
Defgn, cou d dave the leuſt Share in the Diſcovery 
ef thor Perſid y. The very Fellow who betrayed 
her tome, knew not that he did ſo: I Wapdd the 
diſhonourable Title of her Husband by a very Ma- 
cle, and to deliberate has made me half unworthy 
the Deliverance, O (continud he, ready vo burſt 
with ſtifled Love, and madding Jealouſy) how wou'd 
rhe fair Apoſtate, and her curs'd Minion, the deteſt- 
ed Galliard, triumph in his Pains, and deride my 
weak and ſhameful Irreſolution, ſhould any Chance 
but give them kave to gueſs it! 

la this Can fuſion of Thought he paſs'dithe Night, 
nor did the Morning bring him any Retera ef Peace; 
and Da Lache coming pretty early to viſit him, (as 
indeed he was ſeldom from him but in thoſe Hours 
oommonly allow'd for Repoſe,) was à little ſtartled 
to find, that all he had done had been unable to fix 
him in that Diſpoſition of Mind which the Baroneſs 
yequir'd; and being from her perfectly acquainted 
with the Condeſcenſions ſhe had made him the Day 
before, had hoped, till now, that in che poſſeſſing 
ber all his Wiſhes for Montamour were utterly ex- 
tinguiſnd; but finding himſelf deceiv'd, betirought 
him of another Stratagem, which he had referv'd 
as a faving Card, in caſe there ſhou'd be an Occa- 
non to make uſe of it, to ſtrengthen the Accuſations 
he had already laid on that unbappy Lady by the 
Means of Le Songe. As foon as Beauclair had gi- 
ven him an Opportunity, by communicating his 
Inquietudes to him, he e all his Policy in af 
perſing ker, yet in ſuch a Manner, as if he did it 
with Reluctance, and only fore d to it by the Friend - 
ſhip ' he had for him. Alas! faid he, her Intrigue 
with Gailiar i is not a der Ihe Yeſterday: 1 long 
have been acquainted with | the Secret, and-{o have 
many more, tho' every one, knowing the Violence 


of your Paſſion, forbore to of it to you: The 
never Man {contru'd he) a more great * 


Z 
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tere Eſteem for another, than my admiring Saul 
has ever paid you, yet, to have been Mafter ef an 
Empire, would not I have been the firſt to have li- 
nulg d this to you, becauſe I fee, (with an Infinity of 
Cancern I ſpeak iit,) I ſer in ſpite of all, you ſtill muſt 
love ; and to know her Crime but racks your Peace, 
and Reaſon never can veſtore you to that Quiet which 
happy Ignorance beftow'd. At theſe Words Beau · 
tlair flew into the utmoſt Rage, ſware ſhe w 
hateful to him; that he thought not on rer but 
with Contempt; and, to engage the other to a Be- 
lief of wihat he daid, prateſted his whole Saul was 
now devoted to another. I wiſh, indeed, (reſum d 
this vile Incendiary) that there was a poſſibility for 
you to do fo, for I am maſt ſure you cannot 

where beftow the Treaſure of your Affection more 
undeſervedly: — To convince you of the Truth of 
what I ſay, if you pleaſe, I will wait on you to a 
Gentleman, a near Relation of mine, who by bis 
Intimacy forme time ago with Galliard, was privy 
to the whole Affair. At my Requeſt, I know, he 
will inform you of all the Circumſtances, which he 
well knows; and there are ſome Particulars con- 


cerning the Treachery of this Montamour "to Mada- 


moiſelle Galliard, to whom fhe once was dear, which 
believe you will confeſs to be ſuch, as vaſtly ex- 
tenuate the Foulneſs of the Fact. Tho' Beaucla ir 
thought himſelf but already too well aſſur d, yet the 
Reſolution he had made to hate her, and the dificul- 
ty he found it would be to keep it, made him willing 
to liſten to every Tongue that ſhould repeat her 
Name in ſuch a manner 2s might huſh the Pleas of 


Love, and drown all {oft Remora's in the Voice of 


Scandal. An Appointment was preſently made, and 
who paſs'd for his Kinſman, met at a neighbouring 
Tavern, It was impoſlible for Baauclair to have 
any Notion of Texcarr, having never ſeen him 


bat once, and then only in the Struggle with Le 


lange, when he immediately fled, as was his part: 
Bede, 


164 The Injur d Husband: or, 

Beſides, heappear'd now dreſs'd en Cavalier, and had 
a Mien and Air agreeable enough to make him be 
taken for a Man of Faſhion. After ſome few Compli- 
ments, Du Lache entreated him by their Nearne 
of Blood, and that much nearer Tie of Friendſhip 
which was between them, to relate what he had 
been privy to of the Hiſtory of Galliard, as to his 
Concern with Montamomr. He ſeem d at firſt alittle 
ſcrupulous ; bur afterwards, artfully pretending to be 
angry with. himſelf. for denying him fo long; Why, 
faid he, ſhou'd I make any Objections againſt ob- 
liging a Man of Honour and my Friend, when what 
I have to fay can turn only to the Prejudice of a 
Villain and my Enemy? I have renounc'd all Friend: 
ſhip with Galliard; and when I gave him his Life, at 
his Requeſt, and promig'd: Secrecy of all had paſt, the 
Conditions on which I made the Promiſe being 
broke, to proclaim it now to-the whole World can be 
no Breach of Truſt: Know then, Geatlemen, (conti- 
nued he) I owe my Birth to Naples; but my Pa- 
rents dying young, I was ſent over under the Care 
of ſome of my Mother's Relations to, Orleans, where 
1 had an Uncle. As ſoon as I arriv'd at the Age of 
diſtinguiſhing Perfections, I became an Admirer of a 
Lady allow'd to be Miſtreſs of all that Woman can be 
bleſsd with; but Fortune not then enough my 
Friend to embolden me to make any Declarations 
of my Paſſion with hopes of Succeſs, prompted 
me to ſeek Preferment in the Army. Hungary was 
then the Seat of War: And four Campaigns ſent 
me home in a Condition which I thought wou'd 
not appear deſpicable in her Eyes, by whom alone I 
wiſh't to be well thought of. —But at my Return, 
I found ſhe was remov'd with her Mother. It was 
Jome time before I heard ſhe went to. Paris: I ſoon 
follow'd, but tho” I. made all poſſible Enquiry, was 
not able to- inform myſelf any — of her. 1 
went to all publick Places, hoping to ſee her, know- 
ing ſhe was of a Diſpoſition. naturally inclin'd to 
Gaiety; but all my Search was vain. In * 
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I became acquainted with Galliard : He ſeem'd ex- 


emely pleas'd with my Company, took all Oppor- 
tart - oblige me, _— me = Confidant of his 
Amours, and, among the reſt, of his Affair with Ma- 
damoiſelle Montamour. Her Brother, as he told me, 
had forbid him his Houſe, and he found ſome diffi- 
culty in conveying Letters to her; he form'd 2 pre- 
tence for me to introduce myſelf to the Family, 
which, as it would take up too much time, and be 
of no conſequence to the Story, I ſhall forbear to 
repeat. In fine, to repay ſome Obligations I had 


receiv'd from him, I took upon me to be his Emiſ- . 


ſary, and they bad frequent Opportunities of meer- 
ing through my Means. I could not avoid candem- 
ning him, indeed, in my private Opinion, becauſe 
I knew he had a Wife, who, I heard by others, was 
a moſt beautiful and deſerving Woman, though he 
ſpoke of her as the Reverſe: However, as ſhe was 
an utter Stranger to me, 1 thought it would be 
Imprudence to interfere with any Advice, which, 
twas probable, would only occaſion a Breach of 
Friendſhip between us, and be of no ſervice to the 
Lady. Thus it paſs'd on, till one Day he invited 
me to his Houſe, where I had never been before; 
but, good God! how ſhall I expreſs the Aſtoniſhment, 
when in Madamoiſelle Galliard I found the Charmer 
J had fo long ſought! The Confuſion with which 
I beheld her as his Wife, and as a Wife ſo injur'd by 
him, muſt have been viſible to him, had he been 
preſent ; but he was that Moment as fhe came in- 
to the Room retir'd to his Cloſer to write a Letter, 
which I was to convey to Montamour. She bluſh'd 
at ſight of me, and burſt into a flood of Tears at 
remembring the Tranquillity of her Condition when 
laſt ſhe ſaw me, and perhaps mix'd with a Senſibi- 
lity of the tenderneſs my Eyes, tho' not my Tongue, 
had often taken. the liberty of telling her I felt on 
her account. There was then no opportunity of 
private Converſation ; he ſoon return'd to us: But 
after that I had frequent opportunities of diſcourſing 


— - — — — 
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her, and ſhe made no ſeruple of complaining to me 


of his Unkmdneſs. —. I was almoſt mad at the In- 
humanity of my Fate; and tho* I thought myſelf 
moſt wretched in being depriv'd of her, yet I ſo- 
lemnly proteſt I was not ſo much troubled that ſhe 
was married, as that ſhe was ſo wunkappily married. 
F could no longer be paſſive to the Affair: I told 


Gallinrd, that now I had ſeen his Wife, and found 


her a Woman ſo infinitely deſerving, I could not ap- 
prove; of his Proceedings. At firſt he laugh'd at my 
Admonitions, but finding I perſiſted, ſeem d to take 
ir ill, and aſſurd me, he ſhould always follow the 
Dictates of his Inclinations, without any Regard to 
what thoſe who had no Buſineſs with it, ſhould 
think of bis Behaviour: Pretty well warm'd before, 


this Anfvver ſet me all on fire; and I return'd it in a 


manner he knew not how to brook : — In ſhort, we 
Wught, Thad the good fortune to diſarm him, and 
was about to revenge his Lady's Wrongs, when he en- 
treated me to ſpare his Life, and ſwore ten thouſand 
Oarhs never to injure her again in the manner he had 
done. On this I threw him back his Sword, and 
went immediately to Montamour, told. her what 1 
had done, and the Promiſe I had exacted from her 
Lover. She appear'd enrag'd at my Preſumption, 
as ſhe- call'd it; but as Women are generally pretty 
artful in penetrating into thoſe. kinds of Secrets, ſhe 
preſently gueſſing my ſudden Diſlike of their Intima- 
cy proceeded from my Friendſhip to his Wife, ſoon 
mm and changing her Voice; Well, Monſieur, 

id ſhe, I ſee the Charms you have found in Mada- 
moiſelle Galliard, have made you an Enemy to her 


Husband ; but ſuppoſe I value your Friendſhip at ſo 


high a rate, that, to oblige you to my Intereſt, I 
contrive ſome way to put you in poſſeſſion of the 


Wife, will you refuſe me then your Aſſiſtance in the 


Continuance of my Happineſs with the Hwsband? 
So ſtrange a Propofition coming. from a Woman, 


who, bating her criminal Affection for Galliard, I 


always look d on as Miſtreſs of good deal of Ho- 
1 nouf, 
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nour, took from me the power of making: an im- 
mediare Anſwer; and ſhe interpreting my Silence 
25 2 Token of Conſent, I will not, reſum'd ſhe; 
promiſe that Madamaifelle will yield to your De- 
fires; ſhe is too fooliſhly fond of her Husband, tho he 
deſpiſes her, and too great a Bigot to her Matrimonial 
Vow: but this I will engage, to bring her toa Place, 
where, if you think fit to make uſe of the Advantage; 


Denials ſhall be in vain. I vow to you, Gentlemen, 


(purſu'd he) that the Shock with which I heard 
her ſpeak thus, was greater than I am able to re- 
preſent: The violent Paſſion I had bore to Madamoi- 
ſelle Galliard, while I believd her in a Condition 
capable of returning it, was now conyerted to a ſin 
cere and noble Friendſhip; my Affection was toe 
pure to wiſh to obtain more of her than Honour 


would permit, tho' wirh her free Conſent ; how 


then cou'd brutal Force haye any place in my Inten- 
tions? I ſoon convincd this miſtaken Lady, that the 
Perſon ſhe was ſpeaking to, was of a Temper be 4 
different from what ſhe imagin'd; and endeavour'd, 
by all the Arguments I could invent, to perſuade her 
to conſider the Injuſtice ſhe' was guilty of to ws 
as well as to her Rival. But all was of no effect; 
ſhe ſeem'd harden d in her Crime, and pretended to 
vindicate what ſhe did with ſo much Haughtineſs, 
and fo little Sdame, that I queſtion if the moſt com- 
mon Fille de Foye in Paris cou'd with ſuch Aſſürance 
have. behav'd: She calld me Sot, Fool, and every 
opprobrious Name her Spite and Anger cou'd pur 
into her mouth: Told me ſhe regarded not what my 
Thoughts were of her Actions; but if I dar'd to re- 


port em, ſhe had a Brother who wou'd not ſuffer 


the Abuſe to go unpuniſh'd, Talking never was my 
Talent; and being altogether unaccuſtom'd to ſuch 
kind of Encounters, ſhe had very much the advan- 
tage of me, and I was at laſt glad to leave her un- 


converted, I heard afrerwards, that all I had done 


prov'd ineffectual to break the Correſpondence be- 
tween her and Galliard; and I had not fail'd to call 
that 


—— 2 
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that di ſhonourable Wretch a ſecond time to 
if bis Wife had not writ to me, conjuring me to 
take no farther notice of the Affair, for it but en- 
creas'd his ill Uſage of her in private, and gave oc · 
caſion for publick Ridicule. 

Toncarr here finiſh'd his monſtrous Lye; and Dy 
Lache, tho' he had order'd him to form ſome Story 
which might ſeem plauſible, to ſcandalize Montamour 


on the account of Galliard, was himſelf aſtoniſh'd at 


the power of an Invention, which, out of nothin 

cou'd create ſuch a well-connected Pile of Falſhood: 
For in reality he knew no more of Montamour or 
her Brother, Galliard or his Wife, than their Names 
and Places of Abode. How then cou'd Beauclair, 
already prepoſſeſs d, (by Proofs, which he thought 
were undeniable) ſuſpect the Truth of what he 
heard? He ask'd ſeveral Queſtions, not to entrap 
him, but to ſatisfy his own Curioſity ; as, how they 
look'd when together; what they ſaid; and in what 
manner they behav'd? To all which, Toxcarr replicd 
with ſuch an Aptitude and Readineſs, as whoever 
had liſten d to their Diſcourſe, would have ſworn he 


utter d nothing but Sincerity. 


Tho' ſuch a Story as this, of Montamour, ſome 
few Weeks paſt, wou'd have kindled ſuch a Fire of 
Indignation in the Soul of Beauclair, as nothing but 
the Blood of him that told it cou'd have quench'd, 
yet now he beard it with no other Diſorder than what 
{prung from the Shame of having been ſo much de- 
ceiv'd in his Opinion. If he had had Leiſure for 
Reflection, tis probable that in ſpite of all Oppo- 
ſers, Love wou'd till have exerted itſelf in favour of 
that Lady; but the Company he was in, took care 
to keep off an Enemy ſo dangerous to their Deligns: 
Toncarr was of a gay facetious Diſpoſition, had a 


good deal of Wit, and knew how to make himſelf 


perfectly entertaining in Converfation : The 82 
of his Companion furniſh'd him with Themes, ſuc 
as he knew wou'd be agreeable to Beauclair; and be- 


tween them both it was no difficult Matter to work 
| | on 
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on that Good-Nature and Softneſs of Diſpoſition, the 
Exceſs of which was the only Foible of this deluded 
Gentleman. The Glaſs went briskly round, and the 
ſprightlineſs of the Wine gave Life to the Converſa- 
tion; not a celebrated Beauty in Paris but was toaſt- 


ed; and it coming to Du Lache's turn to begin, Come 


Gentlemen, ſaid he, here is all Health, and an eter» 
nal Round of Happineſs to her whoſe exterior Charms 
(tho! by far ſurpaſſing all her Sex beſides) are but as 
Foils, when brought in compariſon with the more 
ſhining Graces of her Mind; and when 1 thus de- 
ſcribe her, none who boaſt of a diſtinguiſhing- Ca- 
pacity, will need be rold I mean the divine Baroneſs 
de Tortillee, Immediately, Toncarr, before inſtructed, 
took the Hint, and fell into ſuch Encomiums on her; 
as in reality no Woman ever did, or cou'd deſerve, 
Beauclair, tho' he was far from being of their Opt- 
nion, thought himſelf oblig'd in Gratitude, for the 
Favours he had ſo lately receiv'd, to join with them 
in the Praiſes they gave her; and as moſt People are 
apt to admire what they find the reſt of the World 
do, and having never had rhe Opportunity of hearing 
the leaſt tittle to her diſadvantage, began to think on 
her as a Woman who had more Perfections than he 
had hitherto found out: He imagin'd it was owin 
to the Remains of his former Paſſion, that he 

ſo long been blind, refoly'd to open his whole Soul 
to receive her Idea, and accus'd himſelf of Stupidity 
that he was able to love her no better. | 
They broke not up till it was late; and Du Lache 
fearing, with good reaſon, that if Beauclair was left 
too ſuddenly to himſelf, ſome Accident might hap» 
pen to render all they had done of no effect, and diſ- 
cover that neither Montamour nor Tortillee were the 
Perſons they had been repreſented, was reſoly'd to 
truſt nothing ro Chance, but he went home with 
him, and carry'd him the next Morning to drink Tea 
with the Baroneſs; in the Afternoon met by Ap» 
pointment at Madamoiſelle d'Ovrier's ; engag'd him 
to pals the next Day with Toncarr ; the enſuing 
el. I. . H one 
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one with. the Baroneſs again.— In fine, for a conſi. 
derable time he had ſcarce a Moment which was 
not taken up by one or other of this Confederacy 
and they took care, by ten thouſand various Ar. 
tifices, to keep his Thoughts in a perpetual Whirl, 
till they imagin'd all Remembrance of Montamoyr 
was utterly extinguiſh'd. 
In the mean time, never was a Heart more grent- 
ly diſtreſs d than that of this unhappy Lady; to all 
The ſoftneſs of her own Sex, ſhe had that Conſta 
of Mind, and Steadineſs of Reſolution, which thoſe gf 
the other boaſt, but rarely prove themſelves Maſters 
of. Difficult it was to make her entertain a Paſſion, 
but much more difficult to extinguiſh it. Beauclair 
was the only Man who ever had the power to in- 
ſpire her with one tender Wiſh ; but now not 
Beawelair's ſelf cou'd change her Sentiments: The Im- 
preſſion which his Charms had made, not all his Ix- 
gratitude cou'd eraſe: She lov'd, ſhe worſhipp'd, ſhe 
ador'd him till; within her gentle Soul no Storms 
of Anger raged, no wild Revenge, no Jealouſy had 
place; and when ſhe reflected how cruelly ſhe was 
abandon'd, how cauſeleſſly affronted, ſhe conſider d 
it only as a flaw in his Diſpoſition, a frailty influ- 
enc'd by Fate, unavoidable, and therefore pardonable. 
Never Woman bore the Diſappointment of her Hopes 
with fo little Reſentment, nor ſo ſtrongly defended 
herſelf from making any Endeavours to recover 'em, 
In ſpite of the moſt ardent Love, the ſofteſt Lan- 
guiſhment, the tendereſt ſecret Meltings of her Soul 
cou'd urge, ſhe choſe to die away in fruitleſs Wiſhes, 
rather than let the dear Unkind be ſenſible of what 
ſhe felt. She was ſo far from defiring to take any 
Advantage of his ten thouſand times repeated Vows, 
or the ſolemn Contract that was between them, that 
her greateſt Fear was, leſt her Brother (if he knew 
the truth of his Behaviour) ſhou'd take ſome Mes- 
lures to oblige him to the Performance of it; and 
for that reaſon blinded him as much as poſſible : She 
bold him, that ſhe had diſcover'd ſome little _ 
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in the Humour of Beauclair, which ſhe was afraid 
might not be very agreeable in a married State; 
that ſhe was determin'd to continue as ſhe was for 
ſome time; and that ſhe had pretended to be piqu'd 
at ſomething he had done, on purpoſe to create a 
Quarrel to retard the Match. The Turn ſhe gave to 
this Aﬀair ſucceeded well enough, to engage the Be- 
lief of a Perſon, who, by reaſon of his great Employ- 
ments, (being Judge of the criminal Cauſes, one of 
the Council, and taken up with many other Con- 
cerns of the State) had not too much leiſure to 
conſider the Occurrences of his Family; but to the 
reſt of her Acquaintance it was obvious that in this, 
tho' in this alone, ſhe was not free from Diſſimula« 
tion: Her Eyes, whenever ſhe attempted to ſpeak of 
Beauciair with indifference, declar'd her Heart was 
far from conſenting to what ſhe ſaid: His very Name 
but mention d, ſpread ſoft Confuſion over all her Face x 
with ſtifled Sighs her lovely Boſom heav'd, and gen- 
tle Tumults trembled in each Limb. She was ſenſible 
of it herſelf ; and therefore, tho' her Thoughts were 
full of nothing elſe, forbore, as much as poſlible, all 
Diſcourſe of him. But the Violence ſhe did her In- 
clination was ſuch as Words wou'd but vainly endea- 
vour to repreſent : To avoid it, ſhe ſhunn'd all Con- 
verſation as much as ſhe cou'd without being taken 
notice of, and paſs'd her Hours in Solitude and Si- 
lence. Contemplation afforded her widely different 
Entertainments, unutterable Pleaſure, unutterable Pain! 
When retir'd, ſhur up within her Cloſet, no imperti- 
nent Interruption near, and Beauclair's lov'd Idea only 
preſent, his Letters, fill'd with ten thouſand thouſand 
tender Vows and ſoft Profeſſions, lying before her, 
how did ſhe indulge Imagination, how dwell on 
each enchanting Syllable! And when read o'er and 
over, Fancy grew warmer ſtill, how did ſhe call tbe 
paſt blet Moments of his Preſence back! how rce 
enjoy each Word, each Look, each Touch, and ſink | 


in Rapture at the dear Remembrance. — Bur then, 


O dreadful Change! Imaginztion tir'd, the viſionary 
3 a Joy 
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Joy diſſoly'd, and Senſe, diſtracting Senſe, return, 
what Racks of Thought, what unmatch'd Horrors 
ſad Deſpair preſented ! To be ſupremely curſt, one 
muſt be ſupremely Sleſt; never to have been happy, 
is not to be unhappy; ſuch only linger out a Li. in 
dull Stupidity, untaſting Pleaſure, and unknowing 
Pain; equally ignorant of rein d Delight, or exquiſite 
Diſquiet ; but, to have loft, — to have loſt, for 
ever, all the Soul holds dear! — to have the Joys, 
once ours, torn from our bleeding Breaſts by the 
black Hand of ſeparating Fate, no more to be re- 
ſtor'd ! the chearful Land of Hope obſcur'd in 
Shades, and all before our Eyes a barren Proſpect, 
and a Wild of Woe ! that, that, indeed, is finiſh'd 
Wretchedneſs, conſummate Miſery ! 

But if, to the being forſaken and affronted by the 
Man in whoſe Society ſhe plac'd her whole Felicity, 
there needed any thing to make her the moſt unha 
Py Woman breathing, malicious Fortune found the 
way to give it. Madamoiſelle Bellfleur, Em broide- 
rer, one of thoſe Creatures whoſe Houſes had been 
rt the Baroneſs's devotion, whenever ſhe bad occaſion 
for a private Rendezvous, had by ſome Accident diſ- 
cover'd fhat Madamoiſelle D'Owrier's was now the 


place that Lady had made choice of for the carrying 


on her Amour with Beauclair; and being exceſſively 
piqu'd at it, ſet herſelf on being reveng'd ſome way 
or other. She was ſenſible that nothing was more 
known than the Loves of Beauclair and Montamour, 
and that the whole Town was ſurpris'd at the delay 
cf a Marriage which ſo long had been expected; 
and imagining ſhe had found out the Cauſe, reſolv'd 
it ſhould no longer be a Secret. She had formerly 
been employ'd by Montamour in the working her 
ſome fine Gowns and Petticoats, and making that a 
pretence for waiting on her, introduced a Story 
which the Hearer of it had little reaſon to thank 
her for repeating ; for tho? it was much more diffi- 
cult to gain any Credit from this generous Lady to 


the prejudice of her ungrateful Lover, than her Ene; 
mies 
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mies had found from him even for the greateſt 
Falſhoods, yet the bare Probability that ſuch a thing 
might be true, was a Shock which cannot well be 
repreſented. In Juſtice to herſelf, ſhe could not 
avoid being of opinion, that to be abandon'd for a 
. Woman of the Baroneſs's Character and Humour, 
was an Indignity ſuch as ought to make the Man 
that offer'd it odious to her Memory: But all that 
Pride or Reaſon could ſuggeſt, was too, too weak to 
bring her to either Scorn or Hate; nor, though the 
cauſeleſs Change of his Behaviour, the Suddenneſs of 
it, and the cold, neglectful, and indeed, affrontive 
Style of his laſt Letter, made it ſeem likely enough 
that nothing but a new Paſſion could occaſion it, yet 
Jealouſy was fo great a Stranger to her Nature, that 
ſhe could nor, but with great difficulty, entertain 
it, However, the little Touches ſhe now began to 
feel of that eternal Enemy to Tranquillity, gave her 
Perturbations far beyond all ſhe ever knew before. 

It was not in this Manner the Baroneſs paſs'd her 
Time, believing herſelf ſecure of the Heart ihe fo 
ardently had wiſh'd to gain, revell'd in full Delight. 
and wanton'd in the Aſſurance of her Happineſs ; 
proud, vain, and ſelf-ſufficient, he now defyd Ki 

ears of ever loſing what ſhe had acquir'd, deſpis d her 
Rival's Charms, and not only ſpoke of her, bur alſo 
really conſider'd her as a Creature incapable of giving 
her any Pain on Beauclair's account, nay, tho' he 
ſhould diſcover by what Arts he had been betray'd 
to treat her in the Manner he had lately done. She 
hated her, however, for the Engagements ſhe had 
with him, and being naturally of a moſt malicious 
Diſpoſition to all amiable Perſons of her own Sex, 
took an inexpreſſible Pleaſure in having it in her 
power to mortify em. This baſe Woman thought 
it not Miſery enough to have alienated the Afﬀec- 
tions of her Lover, but muſt ſtudy to inflict yet 
more: She could not think herſelf truly bleſs'd in the 
poſſeſſion of Beauclair, without triumphing in the 
Conqueſt ſhe had made; it was not ſufficient for 
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her Pride, that Montamour was abandon'd ; there 
wanted, to compleat her Happineſs, the making 
that afflicted Lady ſenſible for whom ſhe had been 


'abandon'd. She was now grown above the Care of 


her Reputation, and thought it beneath her to regard 
any thing but the pleaſing herſelf; and, entirely ig. 
norant that Madamoiſelle Bellfleur had, in part, per- 
form'd the Work ſhe aim d at, communicated her 
Deſires to Du Lache: He who was always ready to 
ſerve her on all Occaſions, was far from being back- 
ward in complying with her in this; and he ap- 
prov'd of it the more, becauſe he imagin d, that when 
Mont amour ſhould know her Rival, it would en- 
creaſe her Reſentment to Beauclair, and render it 
impoſſible for them ever to be reconcil'd, and con- 


ſequently prevent any Diſcovery of thoſe villainous 


Im poſitions which had been made uſe of to diſunite 
them. Madamoiſelle Sansfoy came immediately into 
his head, as the moſt proper Engine upon Earth to 


manage this Affair, who would infallibly do all, yet 


be ignorant herſelf of the Cauſe of ſhe did: 


And as ſoon as he had conſulted with the Baroneſs 


after what Manner he ſhould fer this eternal Clack 


a- going, went to viſit her with a Packet of Tidings, 


which he knew would render him a welcome Gueſt 


to a Lady of her inquiſitive Temper. He gave her 
a full Account of all the ſeveral Meetings of Bean- 


clair and the Baroneſs, the Manner of their Converſation; 
and, becauſe it happen'd to ſuit beſt with his purpoſe, 


ſpoke Truth in every thing, but when he faid the 


acquainted his, and that all the Aſſiduity he had pai 


Paſſion was wholly on his fide, the Defire of ap 
cou'd engage no other Return than Gratitude from 


the cold inexorable Tortillde. But the main Buſi- 


neſs of his Errand was to tell her, That the Baron being 


out of town, the Baroneſi had conſented to paſs the 


Evening with himſelf and Beauclair, and that they 
were to meet in the Tuilleries at Ten a- Clock. He told 
her this, to the end, that if Montamour ſhou'd queſtion 
nsfoy, ber 
Curioſity 
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Curioſity might, perhaps, lead her to ſatisfy herſelf 
by watching at that place, where he and the Baroneſs 
had contriv'd to make Things appear in ſuch a View, 
25 ſhould diſtract her very Soul. As he had no other 
Deſign in viſiting her, than to make her the Inſtru- 
ment in tormenting Mont amour, fo ſoon as he had 
{aid all that he thought wou'd be conducive to his 
purpoſe, he took his Leave: Nor did ſhe preſs him 
to ſtay, being as impatient to reveal what ſhe had 
promis'd to keep ſecret, as he was for her to do ſo, 
tho' he had artfully engag'd her to the contrary, well 
knowing that nothing is a greater Incitemenr to ſtir 
up a buſy Temper, than to adjure it to be paſhve. 
Tho' Montamour liv'd but a Street or two off, ſhe 
thought the Diſtance was too great; and, as ſhe went 
the few Steps there was between 'em, had a thou- 
and Dreads that the Perſon ſhe was going to, might 
be abroad, or engap'd with Company, or tome Ac- 
cident ſhould happen which wou'd retard the Reci- 
tal ſhe had to make: But ſhe labour'd not long un- 
der theſe Apprehenſions; ſhe found her at home, and 
alone; and being receiv'd with the uſual Familiarity: 
which that Lady always treated her Intimates with, 
ſoon disburden'd herſelf of that Load of Secrets ſhe 
had been ſo big with: She forgot not the minuteſt 
Circumſtance ſhe had been told by Da Lache, to 
which her natural Propenſity to Scandal made her 
add a thouſand more. Montamour, with an aching 
Heart, liſten'd attentively to all ſhe ſaid, and long 

to hear ſomething improbable enough to make her 
hope that all the reſt was falſe; bur moſt of the Parti- 


.culars that Sansfoy mention'd, and eſpecially the Place 


of their Aſſignation, 4 ſo exactly with what 
ſne had been inform'd by Madamoiſelle ellfleur, 
that ſne no longer had the power of doubting. She 
bore it, however, with a Preſence of Mind, which 
very few, if any Woman, beſides herſelf, could boaſt 


ok on the like Occaſion, She vented no Extrava- 


gancies, —-ſhe curs d not, — ſhe revil'd not; — and 
when Sansfoy; ſurpris'd, and vex'd to find her of a 
IL 4 Humour 
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Humour ſo different from her Sex, began to tef- 
tity her Friendſhip by ſome Expreſſions which 
ſounded like Condolement: Pity not me, (interrupted 
The, turning her Mouth to a half-diſdainful Smile, 
while her Eyes trembled to reſtrain their Tears,) 
pity not me; rather commiſerate the unhappy Beay: 
clair, whoſe eaſy Nature, and whoſe frank Belief, 
makes him the Property of ſuch Wretches, as Da 
Lache and his Companions. The Reputation of 
having an Intrigue with a Woman of the Baroneſ?'s 
Quality, will never ballance the diſgraceful Means by 
which he has attain'd it; Nor perhaps, ( continu'd 
ſhe, with a deep Sigh) will he be always of Opinicn, 
that to have poſſeſs d her is a ſufficient Recompence 
tor the eternal Loſs of Montamour. It was impoſli- 
ble for Sansfoy, who in ſuch a Circumſtance wou'd 
have behav'd in a Manner vaſtly different, to forbtar 
expreſling her Sentiments in ſuch Terms as Women 
commonly make uſe of: — Good God! faid ſte, is 
this all? — Can you fit down ſo tamely with your 
Wriongs! I know you love the Villain, — and can 
ou bear to loſe him! — Shall a Woman, fo infamous 
8 Tortillze, deprive you of him? — Will you not be 
reveng d? — Will you not expoſe them both? — The 
ene to the Ridicule of rhe whole World; the other to 
her Husband's juſt Reſentment ? I am not ſo igno- 
rant of her Character, as to imagine (whatever her 
'Pander Du Lache wou'd perſuade me) that her Con- 
verſation with Beauclair is no more than a Platonick 
one; — and if you pleaſe, (continued ſhe, after a 
Pauſc, and finding the other was filent,) I will join 
with you to ruin her: I am acquainted with the 
Whole Hiſtory of her ſeveral Amours, — can prove 
that 4 Eſperanſe, tho' he maintain'd her, was not 
the only favour'd Lover; — and that ſince her Mar- 
riage with this fooliſh Baron, ſhe has been had by 
Halt the Town, — nay, at this very Time, St. Aumar 
and the young amorous Marquis de Sonville enjoy an 
equal Share with the prefidious Baauclair.— I know 
Where and when both of 'em have had * 
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with her. — Count De la Torre has alſo experienc'd 
how liberal ſhe is of her Fayours: When he went 
out of Town the other day, his Siſter found, amor g 
ſome Papers he had left behind him, Letters whicu 
by the Hand we knew to be Tortillee's, and the Con- 
tents were ſuch, as are ſcarce fit for modeſt Ears : — 
Il bring you acquainted with her; ſhe'll furniſh you 
with Stories, ſuch as will enable you to revenge 
ourſelf on this unworthy Rival. She wou'd doubt- 
El have run on a great deal more, if Montamour 
(whoſe Soul was incapable of harbouring any mean 
Notions, and glow'd in her Boſom with a generous 
Diſdain at this Propoſition) had not put a Stop to 
the Career of her Revilings. She bluſh'd to think 
bow juſtly her Sex was feflected on by the other; 
and looking on Sansfoy with an Air of Scorn, which 
ſhe was very rarely ſeen to wear, No, Madam! no, 
faid ſhe, I never will enter into any ſuch Meaſures, 
nor can be pleas'd that others ſhou'd ſo far intereſt 
themſelves in my Quarrel, as to make em forget 
that Decorum and Mildneſs of Behaviour, which 
ought to be the diſtinguiſhing Character of Woman- 
hood : The greateſt Proof you can give me of 
your Friendſhip, 1s to let this Story die. — I need not 
fear my Injuries will go for ever unreveng'd: The 
Crime itſelt will bring on Stings far worſe than I 
cou'd wiſh, much more have power to inflict. If 
Beauclair, aſter ſo many Vows of an unalterable Af- 
tetion, can be fo baſely perfidious to quit me for 
the Baroneſs, hz will alſo quit her for another ; —— 
cr Empire will be of ſhort continuance, And to be 
forſaken, to a Woman of her vain Humour, will 
be 2 Puniſhment the moſt adequate of any ro her 
Gur; or if ſhe be really ſo vicivus as the World be- 
lieves, ner Artifice will not always ſer ye her to conceal 
t from the diſcerning Peauctair: Remorie will then 
be ſufficiently my Avenger. But if neither of theſe 


ſhou'd happen, ſhou'd Se beever Hlind, ſheever cunning, 


I am refolv'd, in Jeſtice to myſelf, to continus eatirely 
Peſſive; for ſare àa Woman, ſo ch as ſig is as, much below 
15 my 
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my Hate, as he by loving her, has render'd himſelf 
of my Eſteem; both equally unworthy of my 
Thoughts, and only fit for one another. And is it 
poſſible ( interrupted Sansfoy, more and more con- 
founded) that you really are Miſtreſs of ſo much Phi. 
loſophy as you pretend? Will Love, and Pride, 
and Grief, in ſuch a ſtabbing Circumſtance, be al- 
ways over-power'd by Prudeace? Could you endure 
to behold what yet you have but heard of? — Cou d 
you bear to ſee the Man who has ador'd you. 
the Man on whom (in ſpite of your boaſted Mo- 
deration) I know your Soul ſtill doats, kneel to ano- 
ther, and pay thoſe ſoft Submiſſions due only to 
you? — Could you, I fay, ſupport a Sight like this, 
and yet contain your Temper? — No, *tis impoſſi- 
ble! tis againſt Nature!-— And, if I could per- 
ſuade you to go with me in ſome Diſguiſe, and be 
a Witneſs of their meeting, I believe I ſhould find 
your Behaviour at ſuch a View far different from 
what the hearing it occaſions. I do not think you 
wou'd, reply'd Montamour coldly: I have already fo 
many Proots of his Perfidy and Ingratitude, that to 
fee em in the moſt ſtrict Embrace cou'd nat give 
me more. Yer, reium'd Sansfcy, eager to engage her 
to an Enterprize, in which the promis'd herſelf fo 
much Diverſion, there is ſomething that more nearly 
touches the Paſſions in an Ocular Demonſtration, — 
It may be ſo, interrupted Montamour, (who knew 
the other's Humour too well, not to gueſs at the 
Cauſe which made her preſſing,) and for that Rex 
fon I will not endeavour to convince you, by put- 
ting my Temper to any hazardous Tryals, for the 
Vain-Glory of ſurmounting a Difficulty which few 
of my Sex would have Reſolution enough to do, 
But (cried Saniſty, vex'd to the Heart to find her ſtill 
t ſo calm) I adviſe you to it by all means: It wou d 
| rather be an Argument of Stupidity than Prudence 
to loſe ſuch an Opportunity of upbraiding him, and 
detecting your Rival: Should you but mention the 
Story now, it might be disbelier d; — both _ 
eny 
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deny it, — and you only be cad perverſe and jea- 
tous: — Bur if you meer them at this ſhameful Aſ- 
fignation, and Face to Face confront 'em, you boldly 
may proclaim him for a Villain, and enjoy that inez- 
prefſible Satisfaction of having your Rival in your 
power. She ſaid a great deal more to the fame pur- 
poſe ; but all her Reaſons had no effect on Monea- 
mour : That diſcreet Lady reflected within herſelf 
on the Weakneſs of Humanity, and how little ſuffi- 
cient Reaſon at fome Times, and in ſome Caſes, is to 
vanquiſh Paſſion: She knew not how far ſhe might 
be tranſported at ſuch a — Interview; and eaſily 
perceiving it was more the pleaſure of having ſome- 
thing to talk of, than any Intereſt ſhe took in her 
Affairs, which made her Adviſer ſo importunate, re- 
foly'd ſhe ſhou'd rather want a Theme for the Enter. 
tainment of her next Viſiting- Day, than furniſh her 
with one, which ſhe was not certain might not be 
to the diſadvantage of the Repuration of that Mode- 
ration, ſhe had hitherto taken ſo much care to pre- 
ſerve, It was ſomething wonderful, indeed, that a 
Woman who lov'd to that prodigious Degree of Ten- 
derneſs as ſhe did, and had ſuch Appearances how 
much that Tenderneſs was abus d, cou'd fo well diſ- 
ſemble the Diſorders of her Soul. The whole Time 
that Sansfoy ſtaid with her, ſhe continu'd Miſtreſs of 
the ſame ſteddy Reſolution ſhe had always profeſs d; 
and that buſy Woman had the Mortification, afrer 
all the pains ſhe had taken, to find herſelf diſappointed, 
and that all ſhe had done was able to draw nothing 
from her which might be a Subject of Ridicule! But 
what the unhappy Montamour ſuffer'd while under 
ſo cruel a Conſtraint, can hardly be imagin'd! Ag 
ſoon as ſhe was alone, ſhe ſhut herſelf into her Cham- 
ber, and gave a Looſe to the long labouring pent-up 
Paſſions of her Soul: — Her Couch, — her Bed, 
were now no-longer able to ſuſtain the Force of her 
wid Grief; — ſhe grovell'd on the Floor; — ſhe beat 
her Breaſt; — ſhe wrung her lovely Hands; — the ce- 
lebrated Luſtre of her ſhining Eyes yas noy extinct 

if 
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in Tears; and whoever had ſeen her in this Condition 
wou'd have believ'd it impoſſible ſhe cou d, but ſome 
Moments before, have worn ſuch an Appearance of 
Serenity. As it grew nearer to the Hour, in which 
her Rival was to enjoy the preſence of her adord 
Beauclair, her Agonies increas d: O God! cry'd the, 
now is the happy Tortillee preparing to receive a 
Heaven 1 have for ever loſt! = Now, now, ſhe ſum- 
mons all her Charms, adorns her Face with Smiles, 
and practiſes a thouſand Arts, a thouſand Graces, to 
ſecure her Conqueſt! —— And what, (O torturing - 
Thought!) what gives Addition to her Beauty, and 
makes her Eyes ſparkle with an unuſual Splendor, is 
the Knowledge that ſhe triumphs over the forſaken 
Montamour | Whenever this Refle&ion came acroſs 
her Thoughts, all that ſhe had of Woman in her Soul 
exerted it ſelf; No, wou'd ſhe ſay, ſtarting up and 
wiping away her Tears, with an Air of Derifion, — 
J am not, will not be unhappy ;— I ſcorn the Wretch 
who yields his Heart, where neither Virtue, Wit, 
nor Beauty claim the Prize, where Novelty is alone 
the Charm. — He that can love Tortillee, the infa- 
mous, the often abaadon'd Tortillee ! ſhall henceforth 
de the object of my Mirth, equally unworthy of 
my Love or Anger. But how long ſhe continu'd in 
this Mind, thoſe who have ever felt the Force of true 
Affection, need notbeinform'd: To them it may ſeem 
ſuperfluous to ſay, Tenderneſs ſoon got the better of 
Reſentment; but the Inſenſibles, or thoſe who love 
only becauſe they are belov'd, will perhaps comdemn 
her, when they ſhall know thoſe Reſolutions were 
no ſooner made than broke z and ſinking from that 
Air of Haughtineſs ſhe had aſſum'd, into one wholly 
compos'd of Sofineſs: And yet, {aid ſhe, among the 
Race of Man, where is there one whoſe Charms can 
vie with thoſe this dear, this faſe Proteſter boaſts? — 
How harſh, and how untunable wou'd ſound the Name 
of Love from any other Mouth! and with what Har- 
moay it. flows from his! — His Voice, his 


Looks, his ſoft cachanting Mien, adora the tender 


Paſſion, 
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Paſſion, and make Deſire a Virtue. In this manner 
was ſhe hurried by the various Agitations of her 
Mind, till the Clock ſtriking Ten, put her in mind, 
that if ſhe did deſign to be a witneſs of this meeting, 
it was time ſhe rA herſelf. In ſpite of all 
the temperance ſhe maintained in the preſence 
of Sansfoy, the Woman's Curioſity now „N the 
victory: She could not be aſſured, that the Man who 
had made ſo many Vows to her, was that moment 
about to offer em to another, without a deſire to 
know in what manner he would do it; and, per- 
haps, was not without a ſecret hope ſhe ſhould diſ- 
cover a difference in his Behaviour; and, as wretched. 
as ſhe thought herſelf, found a kind of pleaſure, a 
ſullen ſatisfaction in this Thought. Enabled by it, 
ſhe got on her Clothes, and muffling herſelf up in her 
Hoods, ſo as it was impoſſible for her to be known, 
ſtole out of the Houſe alone, without letting even 
her own Woman into the Secret. What is not 
Love, when inſtigated by Fealouſy, capable of per- 
forming! She, who at another time, or on any o- 
ther occaſion, would not have ventured where there 
was the leaſt appearance of danger, or to her Per- 
fon or Reputation, now had either forgot, or had cou» 
rage to deſpiſe the moſt eminent ones; and, led by the 
emotions of her tumultuous Paſſions, went when it 
was dai k, unguarded, and unattended, to the Place 
which ſhe was told was deſtined for the Rendezvous 
of thoſe ungenerous Deſtroyers of her Peace. She 
had not been long in the Tuilleries, before ſhe diſcern'd 
a Man and Woman coming down a Walk oppoſite 
to that ſhe was in : She imagined it might be thoſe 
ſhe fought, and immediately croſs'd, making only a 
little Stand to let them paſs, and follow'd at a conve- 
ment diſtance, ſo near as to be able to diſtinguiſh 
what was ſaid; but far enough, as ſhe thought, not 
to have them believe they were obſerv'd, The Ba- 
ronels (for it was ſhe, indeed, who, accompanied by 
Du Lache, had prevented the hour appointed by Beau- 


air, that ſhe might have the opportunity of exe- 
. cuting 
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cuting that Deſign before concerted with her aſfiſting 
Villain) preſently perceiv'd her; bur finding ſhe was 
alone, could not be aſſured whether it was her Rival 
or Sansfoy herſelf, who ſhe knew had curioſity e- 
nough for ſuch an Enterprize, if ſhe could not pre. 
vail on the other: But not doubting, that whatever 
ſhe ſhould diſcover would be carried immediately to 
Montamour, began to talk to Du Lache in the man- 
ner they had contrived for the inſulting her: I think 
(aid ſhe, raiſing her Voice, that ſhe that follow'd 
might loſe nothing of what was faid) I ought no 
longer to doubt the Sincerity of my charming Friend: 
He has made no ſcruple of revealing to —— 
Secrets of his Soul: He confeſs'd that he formerly 
had a tenderneſs for Montamonr, which, till he aw 
me, he took for Love: He acknowledges a pity for 
the impreſſion which he finds his Vows of Court- 
ſhip have made on her too-eafy yielding Heart; but 
proteſts that he has of late defiſted from giving her 
any proofs of that Affection ſhe once flattered herſelf 
with; and that ſince his acquaintance with me, he 
never has viſited her. I am certain he has not, re- 
ply'd Du Lache; and, in my opinion, you cannot 
ave a greater teſtimony of his Paſſion, than his 
abandoning a Maid of her Quality and Fortune 
one, who in the judgment of moſt People, is Miſtreſs 
of a thouſand Beauties and Accompliſhments ; and 
unto whom, in ſpite of her reſerve, he knows him- 
ſelf extremely dear. Poor Girl, (reſum'd the mali- 
cious Baroneſs) I pity her: Her Condition is truly 
deplorable ; for the engaging Beauclair has ſworn he 
never will ſee her more; and bur this very Morn, 
among a million of tender Proteſtations, bound the 
promiſe he before had made me, with ſo folemn a 
Vow, that tis impoſſible he ſhould ever dare to 
ſpeak of her, to write to her, or even think of her 
again, with any thing beyond the common Civi- 
lity of a Stranger. What paſs'd in the Soul of Mon- 
ramoxr at hearing this Diſcourſe, and what ſhe en- 
dured in the ſtruggles of her Paſſions with her Dif- 
cretion, 
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cretion, can never ted by Words: The Idea 
which one ought to conceive of her Sufferings would 
be leſſen d by deſcription ; therefore, I ſhall only x | 
that ſhe ſupported them with Life, but that was all, 
while the Baroneſs went on with her Perſecutions 
in this manner: Another proof of his Affection, re- 
ſum d ſhe, and which I think aprodigious one, is the 
uncalineſs he expreſſes at my but ſpeaking to any 
other Man: He fancies the whole Creation are his Ri- 
vals, and envies even the Wind the — of ſaluting 
me. I will tell you a pleaſant thing of him (con- 
tinued ſhe, laughing) he came to viſit me the other 
day, and found the Marquis de Sonville with me. I 
knew his Thoughts, and could not forbear ſmili 

to ſee how aukwardly he counterfeited a Ch 
neſs, till the Marquis's Page happening to bring him 
a Letter, —— — 
to read it, and gave my impatient Lover an oppor- 
tunity to vent ſome part of his Chagrin. A Pen 
and Ink ſtanding upon the Table, he immediately 
writ, blotting it out as ſoon as he had done, 0 
Tortillee ! Tortillee 1 Divine as you are in all things 
elſe, in the Affairs of Love I fear you are but mortal, 
and liable to change! What, O what muſt then be- 
come of the unfortunate Beauclair! Her Invention, 
which was ſeldom at a loſs, when prompted either 
by her Intereſt or Ill- nature, would certainly have 
furniſhed her with many more Stories of this kind, 
if the coming of Beauclair had not put a ſtop to 
em. Tho? the Curioſity of ſeeing in what manner 
he would behave, had been the only reaſon which 
had brought Montamour there, ſhe was now hindered 
from the grarification of it. As ſubterranean Fires 
prey on their Manſion, and conſume with certain. 
though unſeen deſtruction, the various and violent A+ 
gitations which raged in the Breaſt of this unhappy 
Lady, not having liberty to vent themſelves, rolled 
ſtormy for a while, then growing too mighty for 
reſtraint, diſdaia'd all Bounds, and would have burſt 
in exclamations ſuited to their Cauſe, had not oor 
gentle 
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gentle Soul, entirely unaccuſtomed to ſuch ſtruggles; 
refus'd to obey the Dictates of her fury; when ſhe 
was about to ſhew herſelf, to ſpeak, and to upbraid, 
ſhe loſt the power; her Voice forſook her, and her 
every Senſe flew frighted at the Tempeſt, and left 
her Body motionleſs on the Earth: She faw the dear 
undoer of her Quiet approach; — She {aw the de- 
reſted Pair, whoſe Diſcourſe had plung'd her into 
ſuch Agonies, walk haſtily from the Place they were 
in to meet him; but what their Converſation was 
after he joined 'em, her Swoon depriv'd her of the 
means to obſerve. 
They ſtaid not long in the Walk: The Baroneſ⸗ 
little ſuſpecting what had happened to Montamour, 
drew them immediately out of the Iuilleries; for 
tho Beauclair addreſsd her with all imaginable Com- 
plaiſance, and a vaſt deal of Gallantry, yet he was far 
from expreſſing himſelf 1vith that prodigious Ten- 
derneſs which ſhe would have her Rival believe. 
Poor Montamour remain'd, for a conſiderable time, 
in the Condition they had left her, and for want of 
help, join'd to the coldneſs of the Earth, might, per- 
haps, never have recovered, if an unexpected Ac- 
cident had not brought Monſieur Galliard to her Re- 
lief. He had been abroad that Night on an Intrigue, 
which having met with a Diſappointment in, he came 
thither thinking to indulge his Chagrin, Chance 
led kim to the very Place where ſhe was lying: She 
was fallen quite croſs the Walk; ſo that, dark as it 
was, it was impoſſible for him to paſs, without per- 
ceiving ſomethiag in his way. The oddneſs of the 
Adventure at firſt a little furpriz'd him: To find a 
Perſon whom, though her Face was hid, by ſome 
ewels which littered on her Breaſt, he guelis'd to 
a Woman of Falhion, at ſuch an Hour, in ſuch a 
Place, and in ſuch a Poſture, made him begin to ima- 
gine that Fortune had defigned him a reparation for 
the Diſappointment he had lately met with: Bur he 
ſoon loſt that hope, though to the encreaſe of his A- 
mazement, when knecling down by her, and Pg 
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back her Hood, he diſcovered who ſhe was. The 
freſh Air immediately reſtored her to Life, but it 
was 2 good while before ſhe regained her Senſes : 
che knew not where ſhe was, nor who was preſent ; 
and remembring nothing but the Cauſe which had 
| thrown her into this diſorder, frequently repeated 
the Names of Heauclair, Tortillee, and Du Lache; 
but in ſo wild and incoherent a manner, that if Gal. 
liard had not been pretty well acquainted with the 
reaſons ſhe had for Jealouſy, he could not have been 
able to gueſs em by her Words. The Reſpect he 
always Paid her, and which, indeed, her Conduct 
exacted from every body, made kim behave himſelf 
to her in a manner very different to what he would 
have uſed to any other Woman in the like Circum- 
ſtance ; and as he had a great deal of good Senſe, 
whenever he pleas'd to exert it, he made uſe of a 
great many fine Reaſonings to diſſuade her from 
giving way to the ſuggeſtions of her Paſſions, She 
food very little in need of his Advice, whenever ſhe 
had the liberty of Thought; and now beginning to 
reſume it, was more angry with herſelf for the In- 
diſcretion her curioſity had made her guilty of, than 
with thoſe who had occaſioned it. She knew Gal- 
liard to be of a Temper not much different from 
San;foy, and could not hope that this Adventure would 
be kept a Secret : She did not fail however to cone 
jure him to it; and 'tis poſſible his extraordinary E- 
ſteem for her might have obliged him to put a con- 
ſtraint on his Inclinations, if an unexpected Accident had 
not diſcovered the whole Tranſaction without his help. 

During the time that Montamour was in her 
{wcon, and that ſhe paſsd in diſcourſe with Gal- 
liard, which was ſeveral hours, (for though ſhe ſtole 
our of the Houſe without being taken notice of, ſhe 
knew not how to get into it in the ſame manner, 
and therefore was not over-haſty to be gone) Beau- 
elair was entertained by the Baroneſs in. the moſt 
ſplendid manner that her Love, and the natural pro- 

uſeneſs of her Temper could invent; and _— 
| that 
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that Wine is no ſmall provocative to deſire, ſhe had 
ovided a vaſt variety of the moſt choice ones; 
t not all ſhe could do was able to drive the Idea of 
Montamour from his remembrance : In the height 
of all rhe gaicty with which Tortillét endeavoured to 
divert him, he could not forbear reflecting with how 
much more ſolid felicity he had paſs'd his Hours 
with the other; the more he ſaw of her Behaviour, 
the leſs careful ſhe grew of diſguiſing it, and the 
more he found in it to diſeſteem. In ſpite of her 
well-a&ed Tenderneſs, and in ſpite of all her Inſtru- 
ment Du Lache had told him of her Sincerity, he 
could not conſider with what facility ſhe had grant» 
ed him the greateſt Favours, without a ſuſpicion that 


others might alſo have the Game freedom. To en- 


hance his Admiration, ſhe was perpetually telling 
him how many had ſought her Affection; and by 
what he knew of her humour, had little reaſon to 
believe their Labour had been in vain.— In fine, all 
her Actions, all her Words, ſerv'd only to ſhew him 
the 222 diſproportion which was between 
thoſe Charms ſne would be thought to have, and 


thoſe Montamour was really poſſeſs d of. Tho' theſe 


kind of Reflections came frequently into his Mind, 
= they had greater force this Night than ever, 
grew 8 melancholy on the ſudden ; and 
though both the Baroneſs and Du Lache took all ima- 
ginable pains to exhilarate his Temper, their Endea- 
vours were in vain; and finding it impoſſible for 
him to be any Company, begg'd leave to retire. 
The Reader will eaſily imagine how much the Lady 
was alarm'd at a behaviour ſo diſtant from her Ex- 
pectations. She made uſe of all her Artifice, ſhe 
wept, entreated, counterfeited Swoonings, but al 
fail'd of the Effect ſhe aim'd at; and tho Du Lache 
reminded him how uncourtly it was to leave a Lady 
who had received him in ſo generous a faſhion, he 
liſted in his Reſolution, and only making a flight 
cuſe, took leave of her, accompany'd ga 
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who would not part from him till he had found our 
the meaning of this Alteration. - =; 

It ſeemed as if the unuſual ſadneſs which ſeiʒ d the 
Soul of Beauclair, and obliged him to quit the Ba- 
roneſs's Houſe ſo much ſooner than he intended, was 
influenced by Fate, on purpoſe to bring him to a 
Place where he ſhould have a view of what would 

ive him Torments pretty near equal to thoſe his 

te Deportment had inflicted on the diſconſolate 
Montamour. He paſs'd by the Tuilleries the very 
moment that Galliard was conducting her out: She 
had too much Diſtra&ion in her Thoughts to have 
remembred to have pull'd down her Hoods, and it 
being now juſt Day-break, her whole Face appeared 
to the Eyes of her impatient Lover. In ſpite of all 
that Da Lache, Toncarr, and Le Songe had told him 
of her Perfidiouſneſs, he never could bring himſelf ro 
a thorough aſſurance of it; and there were ſome 
moments in which he could not belp believing all he 


had heard was falſe; but what Excuſes now could 
bis Paſſion alledge —_ ſo poſitive an appearance? 


To ſee her in a loo ilze, at ſo irregular an 
Hour. in ſuch a Place, and ſo accompany'd, was 
ſufficient to juſtify whatever her worſt Enemies 


could ſuggeſt to her prejudice. Du Lache, tho he 


was infinitely rejoiced at an Encounter which ſo un- 
expectedly favoured his Deſigns, was unwilling that 
Beauclair ſhould take notice of her; with reaſon 
fearing if they ſhould enter into a Converſation, it 
might produce ſomething which might ruin all, and 
perſuaded: him to paſs without ſpeaking : But the 
other was too full of Rage to liſten to the Argu- 
ments this artful Villain was preparing to prevent 
him, and ſtepping haſtily to her, Tis an early Hour, 
Madam, d he, (with a look and geſture which 
ſufficiently teſtified his Diſorders) for Ladies, ſuch 
4 Montamour, to be abroad! — But I perceive you are 
not without a Guard, elſe I ſhould make an offer of 
my Service to attend you, You have infinitely more 
agreeable Engagements on your hands, — 

coun- 
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; (counterfeiting an Air of gaiety) and I think my 

ſelf extremely happy in the knowledge of your Hu- 
mour, becauſe it gives me the liberty of indulging 
my own. She ſpoke no more, nor indeed had ſte 
the power: the pain ſhe ſuffered in reſtraining the 
ſtruggling Paſſions of her Soul, was very near throw- 
ing her again into that Condition from which Gal. 
liard had ſo lately recovered her. Theſe few Words, 
however, had the Effect ſhe aim'd at, to ſting Beau- 
clair to the quick; and wholly unable to contain 
himſelf, 1f there be any thing like a change in my 
humour (reſumed he impatientiy) Montamour ought, 
indeed, to approve it, fince I but follow an Exam- 
ple ſhe gave me. If ſhe had heard this, it might 
perhaps have made her reply in a manner, which 
would have given him ſome light into the Arts by 
which they both had been impos d on: But her agi- 
tations were too violent to permit her to ſtay; ſhe 
was remov'd ſeveral Paces from him, and he thought 
it would look like mean - ſpiritedneſs to follow her, 
after what he had ſeen, which icemed to be ſo great 

_-a confirmation of all he had been told. In ſhort, 

both believing themſelves injured, each diſdained to 
do any thing which might appear like a deſire of 
Reconciliation : And this little Pride, fatal alike to 
the repoſe of both, gave the common Deceivers all 
the opportunity they could wiſh. ro compaſs their 
pernicious ends, of ſeparating two Hearts, which, by 
all: the ties of gratitude and tenderneſs, were thought 
to be cemented. 

When Montamour was come home, and the firſt 
-emotions of her Paſſions a little abated, ſhe began to 
conſider with more ſedateneſs on this Ad venture; 
and being unable to find any reaſonable Excuſe for 
| Beauclair's: Behaviour, reſolved to tear him from her 
Heart: She foreſaw it would coſt her moſt terrible 
pangs, but yet it muſt be done; and therefore the 
ſooner ſhe endeavoured it, the better. But tho' ſhe 
found no great difficulty in the forming this. Reſo- 
lution, ſhe did. in fixing on what means ſhe one 
G . e 
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make choice of for the execution of it. To think 
to diſplace him by entertaining the Idea of any other 
Man, was vain ; there was none who in the Perfec- 
tions of either Mind or Body, could vie with the 
charming Beauclair, much leſs exceed him : Neither. 
could ſhe hope that variety of Company, or Diver- 
fions, would ſo far amuſe her, as to make her for- 
get him, but, on the contrary, more remind her 

w little, in competition with the ſoft hours of 
mutual Love, are thoſe paſs'd in that hurry which 
the miſtaken World calls pleaſure. Such an altera- 
tion in her Behaviour, ſhe conſider'd, might endanger 
her Reputation, but never reſtore her Quiet. There- 
fore, after many diſturb'd Reflections, a Cloiſter ſeem'd 
the only Aylum where ſhe could hope for peace; the 
Duties of Religion ſo ſtrictly practis d in thoſe Places, 
the pious Examples, and heavenly Converſation of 
the holy 1 ſne doubted not would ſet her 
Mind at eaſe, and raiſe her Wiſhes beyond worldly 
Views. When ſhe confider'd with what a ſublimiry 
of tenderneſs ſhe had regarded Beauclair, ſhe look'd 
upon it as a ſin, for which ſhe was juſtly puniſhed 
in his Inconſtancy: She accus'd herſelf of Sacrilege, in 
paying to a Mortal that Adoration Heaven alone had 
cim to, and vow'd to devote the remaining part 
of her Life to penitence for that Trangreſſion. She 
was extremely ſtrengthen'd in this Deſign by her 
Confe/ſor : She had a large Fortune in her own poſ- 
ſeſhon, which, on her embracing a monaſtick Lite, 
would be wholly employ'd in the ſervice of Mother- 
Church; of which he was too true a Son, to let ſlip 
ſo fair an opportunity of Advantage: He magnify'd 
the Comfoixs of Retirement, and the innate Content- 
ment which flows from an entire abandoning the 
World, in ſo florid and perſuaſive a Stile, that in ſpite 
of all that her Brother, and other Relations and Ac- 
quaintance, could do to diſſuade her, ſhe went into a 
Nunnery about four Leagues diſtant from Paris, fully 
determined to take Orders as ſoon as her year of Pro- 
bation ſhould be expired, | 

ok While 
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While Montamour was thus employ'd in endea- 
vouring to vanquiſh an Inclination ſhe thought ſo ill 
plac'd, Beauclair was uſing his utmoſt Efforts for a 
Conqueſt of the ſame nature. Her Behaviour, when 
he met her with Galliard, made her appear more 
vile than even Ds Lache and his Adherents had repre- 
ſented her: He could not think he had ever loy'd 
her, without being aſham'd of his AﬀeRion.——Toy- 
villze ſeem'd now leſs faulty in his Opinion: —He 
believ'd her guilty of no other Failings than what 
were incident to her Sex; for if Montamour way 
falſe, he imagined all Women muſt be ſo; An ho- 
nourable Pa was what, for the future, he re- 


ſolved to avoid, and being entered in an Amour with 


the Baroneſs, fancy'd he might paſs his Hours in 
her Company with as much felicity, as in any o- 
thers. To make the Favours he receiv'd from her 
as great a bleſſing as poſſible, he took abundance of 
pains to-eſtabliſh a tenderneſs in his Soul on her ac- 
count, like what he formerly had felt for Monta- 
mour: But _ m_ did ry 2 — — 
an Attempt! the Mai ilty as em 
maintain d her — r he Rruggled 
with his Chains, the more he found the impoſſibility 
of breaking them; and what he endur'd in the Con- 
flict between Paſſion and Reſentment was almoſt in- 
ſapportable. But, deſpiſing himſelffor what he thought 
ſo great a Weakneſs, he reſolv'd to do nothing 
ſhould give the World occaſion to ſuſpe& w hat paſs d 
within his Soul; and to that end, paid his Devoirs to 
the Baroneſs in a more aſſiduous manner than he 
would have done, perhaps, had Inclination only promp- 
ted him. | 

This miſchievous Woman now exulted with a ma- 
licious Joy at the knowledge of her Rival's Gricf ; 
for, in ſpite of all that Lady's caution, it was ſoon 
blaz'd abroad, that ſhe was miſerable in the loſs of 
Beauclair. The Condition in which Galliard had 
found her in the Tuilleries was no Secret; for tho 
the Eſteem he had for her oblig'd him 10 * her 

"0 ame, 
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Name, it cou'd not reſtrain him from diverting him- 
ſelf and Companions with the Relation of ſuch an 
Adventure; and Du Lache, being with Beauclair 
when he was conducting her out, made him know 
it was ſhe herſelf, and not Sansfoy, who had come 
thither to obſerve the Baroneſs; ſo that between them 
the whole Affair ſoon grew the common Chat of 
every Tea-Table: And it was the knowledge of be- 
ing thus expog'd, which doubtleſs, more than any 
thing made Montamonr deaf to all the Perſuaſions 
of her Friends from a monaſtick Life. Beauclair 
was ſoon inform'd of her Reſolution; but whatever 
he felt within himſelf ſeem d little to regard it, and 
was in reality not ſorry ſhe had taken Meaſures 
which wou'd render it er for him ever to let 
her know the Power ſhe over him; and being 
alow'd, and indeed courted to take all imaginable Free- 
dom with the Baroneſs, whoever had ſeen him with 
her wou'd have believ'd his Soul was wholly her's: 
But in ſpite of all the Pleaſure this wicked Woman 
a" in the Opinion ſhe was Miſtreſs of a Heart, 
the united Beauties of the whole Sex, without an 
equal Proportion of Wit and Virtue, was inſufficient 
to deſerve, in ſpite of the unequalld, inexpreſſible 
Graces he was poſſeſs d of, ſhe cou'd not reſolve to 
be his alone; Sonville, St. Aumar, Le Sourbe, and 
others, had the ſame Liberties with her as before; 
but, as I have already taken notice, ſhe had her par- 
ticular Places of Aſſignation with them all, and Beau- 
clair had not the leaſt Suſpicion of any Rivals in his 
Happineſs, and was pretty near an Infatuation equal 
* that her Artifices had wrought on the unhappy 

ron. . 

Thus all things for a while went ſmoothly on, till 
one unhappy Day had like to have made a total Diſco- 
very of her Falſhood to him, whom it was moſt 
her Intereſt to deceive. Beauclair, as well as others 
of her Admirers, frequently viſited her at home; and 
happening to come one Afternoon, and finding her 
in her Bedchamber, no Company with her, the Baron 
| ; abi oad, 


192 The Injur d Husband: or, 
abroad, and ſhe in a looſe Undreſs, (in which indeed 
ſhe look d moſt amiable,) he could not reſiſt a ſud- 
den Inclination to make uſe of ſo favourable an Op- 
portunity; and taking her in his Arms, and throw- 
ing her on the Bed, was about to repeat at Home what 
many Times ſne had condeſcended to Abroad: The 
Violence of his preſent Deſire, and the Extacy ſhe 
was in, to find him ſo much more than ordinarily 
tranſported, depriv'd them both of that Caution they 
were accuſtom'd to make uſe of: The Chamber. 
Door was only careleſly put to; and the Baron 
chancing to return, and come into that very Room, 
was ſtruck with a Sight, which no other Witneſſes 
but his own Eyes cou'd have convinc'd him had 
been true. He wou'd have drawn his Sword, and 
waſh'd the Stain they caſt upon his Honour with 
the Blood of both, but Aſtoniſnment took from 
him the Power. She was in a Poſture, ſuch as cou'd 
have left no other Woman a Poſſibility of Excuſe; 
but ſo ready was ſhe at Invention, and fo cunnin 
in deceiving, that even in this, the greateſt Try 
ſhe cou'd meet, ſhe brought herſelf off with a Dexte- 
rity which prov'd how much ſhe was Miſtreſs of 
the Art of Jilting: Her Face lying toward that Side 
of the Room where her Husband enter'd, ſhe had 
an Opportunity of ſeeing him immediately; and be- 
fore Beauclair cou'd have any Imagination of the 
Truth, the Perſon who in his Arms that Moment 
was uttering Raptures, amaz'd him, on a ſudden, 
with ſtruggling to get looſe, and crying out, Help ! 
O help !— a Rape — Where are my Servants? — 
Will none come to my Aſſiſtance? — For Heaven's 
fake, Monſieur, defiſt: — I'il rather die than live to 
wrong the beſt of Men and Husbands. Then diſen- 
gaging herſelf from his Embrace, and running to 
the Baren, (pretending not to have ſeen him be- 
fore,) O my dear Lord! ſaid ſhe, how opportunely 
are you come to fave me from Diſhonour, from 
Ruin, from Death; for ſure I wau'd have flown 


for Refuge to the latter, rather than _ * 
ur 
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dur'd the former. The barbarous Man (added ſhe, 
burſting into well-diſſembled Tears) wou'd have de- 
privd me of all I value Life for : = He wou'd have 
violated my Innocence, — corrupted my Duty, — 
made me utterly unworthy of my dear Lord's Af- 
fection; — and finding his impious Perſuaſions were 
in vain, he wou'd have forcd me to the horrid 
Deed, — a Deed my Soul abhors ! — a Deed which 
muſt have made me hateful both to Heaven and 
Earth! — Oh! had I not been inſpir'd for ſome Mo- 
ments with an unuſual Strength, and had not my 
Heart's Treaſure, my dear, dear Baron, come to my 


Aſſiſtance juſt when that _— began to fail, how 


wretched had I been! —— O be ever prais'd, ye 
Saints and Angels! ye miniſtring Spirits, the Guar- 
dians of my Honour, for your Protection in this 
dreadful Hour! — O ſtill continue watchful o'er 
our Charge, and ſave me ever from Infamy and 
Guilt ! She fell on her Knees, and pronounc'd theſe laſt 
Words in fo pathetic a manner, and with a Countenance 
ſo exactly ſuited to every thing ſhe ſaid, that Beauclair 
was much more ſtartled at her Impiety and Dif- 
ſimulation than he had been, when, rifing from the 
Bed, he perceiv'd who it was that occaſion'd it. The 
Scene muſt certainly have been pleaſant enough to 
obſerve, if any diſintereſted Perſon had been witneſs 
of it : To behold a couple of Men ſtand gazing on 
each other, without power of Speech or Motion, 
while a Woman was acting over a thouſand various 
paſſions in Geſtures and Grimaces, ſuited to them 
all; — ſometimes rejoicing at the Deliverance ſhe pre- 
tended to have had; — ſometimes feigning to look 
back with Horror on her paſt Danger; — now weep- 
ing, as it were, thro' Tenderneſs; — then exclaimin 
againſt the baſeneſs of Mankind; — with one Breat 
curſing her own Charms, for being the Occaſion of 
inſpiring looſe Deſires; — and with the next, 6leſ- 
ſmg Heaven for giving her the Means of reſiſtin 
them. The Surpriſe which both the Husband a 
Lover were in, gave her ſufficient Opportunity to 
Vol. II, I exercile 
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exerciſe her Talent; but as Beauclair was Maſter of 
a much greater Preſence of Mind than the Baron, ſo 
he recollected himſelf much ſooner ; and perceivi 
the Lady was very capable of making her Party good 
with her believing Husband, thoughr, in ſuch a Cir. 
cumſtance, the moſt prudent Action he cou'd do was 
to retire, The firſt thing he had done, after he ſtarted 
from the Bed, was to ſnatch up his Sword, not doubt- 
ing but he ſhou'd have occaſion to make uſe of it; 
bur finding he was not immediately call'd to the Ac- 
count he expected, took the advantage of the Baron; 
Confuſion, and left him to adjuſt Matters with his 
Spouſe, as they ſhou'd agree it between them, only 
telling him, as he went eut of the Room, that if he 
imagin'd himſelf injur'd, he knew where to demand 
Satisfaction. He ſtaid not for an Anſwer; nor had 
the other recover'd himſelf enough, as yet, to make 
one. He continued, for ſome Moments after Beau- 
elair was gone, fix d in the fame ſtupid poſture he 
Had been in ever ſince he came into the Room; til, 
at laſt, rhe hurried Spirits beginning by little and lit- 
tle to reſume their proper Stations, he fetch'd a deep 
ſigh, and breaking from his Wife, who had all this 
while been holding him in her Arms, walk'd haſtily 
to and fro, by that Action only diſcovering the in- 
ward Diſorders that oppreſs'd him: Bur what is it 
that is not in the power of a Perſon belov'd to ac- 
compliſh? What a commanding force there dwells 
in Tears, when flowing from the Eyes we worſhip 
They give the lye to Reaſon, and make our very Senſes 
but unavailing Witneſſes, when oppos'd to any thing 
they wou'd infinuate. The render-hearted Baron at 
firſt teſtify'd the ſecret yieldings of his Soul but by 
a look; but ſhe, who perfectly underſtood the Lar- 
age of the Eyes, immediately knew her Work was 
more than half compleated ; and aſſuming an Air all 


long, (faid ſhe, in a dying, trembling Accent) I have 
liv'd too long, ſince my dear Lord, the only Man, 


Heaven knows, I ever wiſh'd to pleaſe, regards 5 
wit 


full of Languiſhment and Softneſs, 1 have liv'd too 
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with Indifference: Ils this dumb Coldneſs, or this 
diſtant Poſture a proof of that Paſſion you have ſworn 
ſhould be unchangeable, or a fit welcome for a Wife, 
reſcued by Providence from threaten'd Ruin? O my 
only Dear, my Love, my Life, my Husband, con- 
tinued ſhe, (ſeizing his Hand, and clapping it to 
her Mouth with a well-counterfeired Tranſport) take, 
take me to your Breaſt, or kill me. There needed 
no more to make the poor Baron quite beſides him- 
ſelf; his Soul, before overcome by foft Emotions, 
now quite diſſolv d and melted in a Sea of Tenderneſs : 
He claſp'd the Syren in his faithful Arms, kiſs'd her diſ- 
{embling Lips ; and while he ſpoke the fondeſt, moſt en- 
dearing Words that Tongue cer uttered, or Heart e er 
conceiv'd, a flood of honeſt Tears ſtream'd from his 
Eyes, and bath'd her treacherous Boſom. O thou art 


all divine, cry'd he, in a rapture, all Angel! thy Mind, 


like thy bright Body, — pure and untainted 
with any of the frailties of thy Sex! dear to Rea- 
ſon, and raviſhing to Senſe ! And then again, Let me 
no longer live than I adore thee, (purſued the affec- 
tionate Deluded) thou Excellence! —thou lovely Ab- 
ſtract of all that's good in Woman! *Tis not to be 
doubted but that ſhe anſwered thoſe tender Expreſ- 
ſions, and rerurn'd the Careſſes he gave her, in a 
manner which ſeemed to him to proceed from, at 
leaſt, an equal ardency ; and this Accident was ſo 
far from leſſening her in his Eſteem, that it made 
her, if poſſible, dearer than before. He was too little 
acquainted with Artifice himſelf, to imagine there 
was a poſſibility for the Woman he ador'd to be 
Miſtreſs of ſo much: The entire Confidence he al- 
ways had of her Love and Virtue was now in as full 
force as ever; and all thoſe Notions which had 
crouded into his Soul at his firſt coming into the 


Chamber, and beholding ſo unexpected, and, indeed, 
lo diſtrating a ſight, now vaniſhed, and were no 


more remember'd. Love, now triumphant Love ! 
unmix d with Fears, with Jealouſies, or Doubts, 
baz'd with almighty Luſtre, and ftruck all other 

I 2 Remon- 
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Remonſtrances dead. He thought he look'd into her 
very Soul, and found it all perfection : Nothing that 
he could wiſh were altered, except a little too much 
freedom and condeſcenſion in her Behaviour, which, 
tho he believed altogether innocent and undeſign d, 
et he thought might have encourag'd Beauclair to 
ope great Favours. He did not fail to acquaint her 
what his Sentiments were on that ſcore, and con- 
jur d her for the ſake of his eternal Quiet, and her 
own Honour and Reputation, to endeavour. to wear 
a more diftant and reſerved Air in her Converſation 
with thoſe Men, whoſe Principles ſhe was not per- 
fectly aſſur d of. This Advice, tho' accompanied 
with ten thouſand ſoft Profeſſions, and given with 
the greateſt Complaiſance, reliſh'd but ill with her who 
*twas apply'd to; but ſhe had policy enough to con- 
ceal her Chagrin, pretended to think as he did, and 
aſſur d him, in all the ſeeming good humour imagi- 
nable, that for the future ſhe would be more wary. 
But from that moment ſhe conceiv'd an inex preſſible 
hatred for him: If he had Eyes to ſee a Failing in 
her Conduct, ſhe knew not, but in time, he might 
gather Courage to condemn, or to controul it ; and 
the bare thoughts that there was a poſſibility ſhe 
might one day be debarr'd from raking the Liberties 
ſhe now enjoy'd, made her almoſt diſtracted: If 
this meddling Husband was to be no longer 6inded, 
he muſt be remov'd. Murder was now the employ- 
ment of her Thoughts, and ſeem'd fo abſolutely ne- 
ceſſary for the ſecurity of her Pleaſures, that ſte 
found no ſhock, or ſuch as ſhe could eaſily paſs over, 
in reſolving to undertake it; and ſhe would moit 
certainly have found ſome means to perpetrate her 
horrid Intentions, if her Agent in all miſchievous 
Enterprizes, Du Lache, had not advis'd her to ano- 
ther, tho' almoſt as execrable, yet a leſs dangerous 
- Method of getting rid of him. He procur'd a Potion | 
compos d of ſuch pernicious Drugs, that tho' it would 
not abſolutely deſtroy Life, and drive the Soul from 
ker tormented Habitation, yet it had that wag <4 
c 
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Fe on all the ſenſitive Faculties, as to reduce the 
Perſon who ſhould ſwallow it to a Condition little 
preferable to that of an Ideor. * 

This curſed Mixture did that Monſter of a Wo- 
man give to her unſuſpecting Husband; and while 
his tender, truly generous Soul was wholly taken up 
with the ſtudy how to pleaſe her, himſelf was fink- 
ing into the moſt miſerable ſtate that Hell-bred Miſ- 
chief could invent. Ar firſt he was ſeized with a Le- 
thargy of Thought; a kind of lazy Stupefaction hung 
on his Spirits, which every day encrealing, at laſt o- 
verwhelm'd the Throne of Reaſon ; Reflection was 
unhinged ; the noble Seat of Memory filld with Chi- 
mzra's and disjointed Notions; wild and confus d Ideas 
whiri'd in his diſtracted Brain; and all the Man, ex- 
cept the Form, was change d Ig. 

The Baroneſs's ſhameful Conduct was too viſible 
to the World for any body to wonder at her Huſ- 
band's Frenzy; and tho'every one-pitied the Condi- 
tion they ſaw him in, yet there was none that had 
the leaſt ſuſpicion. ſhe had made uſe of any other 
Means to bring him into it, than what Was publick. 
She ſuffered him to continue a few. days in Town 
after his Delirium ; but then, under the pretence that 
change of Air might be of ſervice, ſent him down 
to alittle Village abour forty Miles from Paris, where 
ſhe had him boarded at a cheap rate, out of his large 


Eftate ſcarce affording him the common Neceſſaries 
of Life, 


| Now all the gay, looſe part of her Acquaintance 


of both Sexes, which, to pleaſure him for a little 
time, ſhe had pretended to diſcard, retu with 
uſual freedom to her Houſe : Her Drawi#F--Room 
was every day filld with Viſitants, her Anticham- 
ber with Muſicians, and her Hall with Attendants : 
The whole Dwelling became a Scene of Luxury; 
Dancing, Singing, Playing, Drinking, Feaſting, all 
that could charm the Senſe might here be found in full 


profuſeneſs of faticty. But tho theſe Entertainments 
were raviſhing to moſt of the Company they were 
"ak 11 
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prepar'd for, Beauclair had no reliſh for em: His 
Morals were too excellent, and his Soul too much 
refin d and delicate, to be pleas d with thoſe groſs 
Debaucheries he daily ſaw acted there. The Faro. 
neſs, whom a long time he had but little eſteem d, 
eſpecially ſince that monſtrous diſſimulation with 
which he was witneſs ſhe treated her Husband, now 
appeared odious in his eyes: His good Manner; 
would not permit him to deſiſt wholly from vi- 
ſiting her; but he never ſtaid long, and went not 
ſo often as he had been accuſtom'd. He made no 
{cruple of letting Da Lache know his Sentiments, 
when he was ask'd by him the reaſon of eſtranging 
himſelf. But the other took not now the pains he 
had done to conceal the Baroneſi's Vices : He knew 
that Beauclair was now grown as indifferent to her 
as any of his Predeceſſors, or Cotemporaries; and that 
to preſerve his good Opinion was a thing ſt.e gave 
herſelf not the leaſt Concern about. All the Thoughts 
of this inconſtant Woman were at preſent taken up 
with young La Branche, one of the moſt vain, con- 
ceited Coxcombs in the Town; one who had no 
other Merit, no other Charm, than his being a new 
Conqueſt, to engage her ; tho', worthleſs as he was, 
there was a Girl, to whom he formerly had made 
court, that valued his Converſation at a very high 
Tate, and endeavour'd by Letters, Meſſages, and all 
the Stratagems that her Paſſion could invent, to re- 
trieve the fickle Heart of this ungrateful Lover. The 
knowledge that there was a Rival in the way, al- 
ways made the Baroneſs's Deſires more eager: To give 
diſquiet to her own Sex, heighten'd her Satisfaction 
in the enjoyment of the other. She was of that 
malicious, one may juſtly ſay, indeed, deviliſh 
Diſpoſition, that hey chief Pleaſure conliſted in the 
inflicting Pain; wanting the poignancy of Revenge, 
not all the Joys that Love affords (warm as her In- 
clinations were) had any reliſh. The Embraces of a 
God, unenvy d, would have been taſteleſs and inſipid: 
No longer than his Engagement with another kept her 
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in ſuſpenſe, was the Marquis de Sonville the Object of 
her Affection: When the continuance of St. Aumar's 
Addreſſes to her, render'd him deſpis'd- by all the o- 
ther Women of his Acquaintance, he became imme» 
diately ſo by her; and her Apprehenſions of Monta- 
mour no ſooner were remov'd, than Beauclair was 
diſregarded: A kind Look from that inſignificant Tri- 
fer, La Branche, was now of greater value with her 
than all the Careſſes of theſe accompliſh'd Gentlemen. 
The unfortunate young Creature that lov'd him, was 
now the Sacrifice which her inſatiate Pride requir'd ; 
and the whole Time and Invention of Du Lache was 
now employ'd in means to compals it. 

But how fond ſoever the Baroneſs was of a new 
Intrigue, Heaven never form'd a Man whoſe Charms 
could oblige her to diſcontinue any of her former 
ones, nor was ſhe ever ſo much overwhelmed in 
Paſſion as not to know how to conceal it, when- 
ever ſhe found occaſion : Whenever any one of her 
Admirers took notice that ſhe regarded another with 
more tenderneſs than he approv'd of, ſhe had a Me- 
thod of ſilencing his Doubts as artful as it was baſe; 
ſhe pretended that the Perſon ſuſpected was only in- 
dulg'd by her in ſome little Freedoms, to take off all 
imagination of a real Amour between him and a cer- 
tain Lady of her Acquaintance ;- and then, if preſs'd 
to it, would frame a long Story of ſome Woman, no 
matter who, but any body that came into her head 
at that time, was made the property to bear her 
ſhame: The truth is, indeed, ſhe kept no Company, 
whom any thing ſhe ſaid could make appear much 
worſe than in reality they were. By this means ſhe 
prevented any Quarrels from ariſing between her Lo- 
vers, and preſerv'd to herſelf a Reputation with them 
which ſhe was very far from deſerving. She was alſo 
extremely indebted to her good Fortune, that all this 
while, among ſo many, ſhe had hitherto to do only 
with Men whoſe honour wou'd not permit them to 
boaſt of a Lady's Favours: And ſomething too, I 
think, ſhe ow'd to their want of penetration, as well 
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as her own Artifice, that ſhe could ſo long and ſo 
_ eafily impoſe on their Judgments. 

If La Branche had been of the ſame Diſpoſition 
and Principles with the others, ſhe might, perhaps, 
have retain'd the good Opinion of them all ſomethin 
longer than ſhe did; but that Wretch was too wuel 
elevated with his good fortune, in being belov'd by 
a Woman of the Baroneſs's Quality, to conceal it: 
He talk'd of her wherever he came, toaſted her as 3 
Miſtreſs, read her Letters publickly, and was ſo care- 
leſs in putting them up, as to loſe two of 'em ; which 
happening to fall into the hands of an Intimate of 
the Marquis de Sonville, were immediately brought 
to him. Never was any Surprize ſuperior to that 
of that Gentleman, when he found what they con- 
tain d; nor Rage equal to that he flew into, at re- 
flecting on the Indignity ſhe offer'd to his Merit; 
for in the whole courſe of his Amour with her, 
never had ſhe made a more paſſionate declaration of 
love to him, than he now found ſhe had done to 
La Branche : The more he confider'd on the worth- 
lefineſs of the Fellow, the more he grew enrag'd ; 
and reſolving to be reveng'd on her Meanneſs of Spi- 
rir, on her Perfidy and Ingratitude, ſet himſelf to 
ſtudy what Meaſures he ſhould take to expoſe her, 
and make her appear as vile and as deteſtable to the 
whole World, as ſhe was grown to him. His Re- 
ſentment ſoon inſpir'd him with a Thought lucky e- 
nough for his purpoſe; He knew that the next Day 
was that on which ſhe kept her Aſſembly, and had 
generally a greater affluence of Company on that 
than any other Day: He went not till it was pretty 
late, that he believed they were all mer, becauſe he 
was deſirous to have as many Witneſſes as poſſible of 
what he did. He came into the Room with his 
uſual gaiety of Air, entirely diſſembling his Chagrin ; 
and ſtepping up to the Baroneſs, who was at a little 
Table buſily engag'd at Ombre with St. Aumar and 
the young Count de la Torre, I thought, Madam, 
(id he to her, after having look'd round the * 

| an 


2 — u _ - Sw ” 


The Miſtaken Reſentment. 201 
and {cen he was not there) to have found Monficur 
La Branche among this good Company: By acci- 
gent ſome Letters directed for him have fallen into 
my poſſeſſion, and I would willingly have reſtored 
em. For Heaven's ſake let me ſee them, cry'd the 


jealous Baroneſs, preſently imagining they had been 


lent to him by her Rival. No, Madam, reply'd the 
Marquis, fince your Curiofity wou'd lead you to ex- 
amine the Contents, I will fave my the trouble, and 
read them myſelf aloud, that all here may partake 
of the Diver ſion they will afford. He had no ſooner 
ſpoke, than all the Gentlemen and Ladies in the Room, 
among whom were Monſieur Beauclair and old Le 
Sourbe, flock'd to the Place where he was ſtandi 

and prepar'd to give attention, while: he pull'd one 
of the Letters out of his Pocket, and began to read 
as follows: i 1 | 


To the Deareſt of Mankind, the lovely and 
 accompliſe?d La BRAX HEZ. 


Trou can you pretend to Love, and yet deny me 


the only Foy 1 have in Life ! What Prong 
can you make for not coming as you promis'd ? 
Day, indeed, that curs d deteſied Thing call'd Buſineſs 
may engroſs, but Love and 1 might ſurely claim the 
Night ! 75 

He was not permitted to proceed: The Baroneſs, 
who from the firſt Word had diſcovered a ſtrange 


unealineſs and confuſion in her Behaviour, now ſtar- 
ted from her Chair, and running to him, and endea» 


vouring to ſnatch the Paper out of his hand: Hold, 


my Lord, faid ſhe, trembling with the inward Diſ- 
orders of her Soul; I conjure you by all you fear 
above, or love below, not to expoſe the Contents of 
that Letter. Your Ladyſhip is unkind, (interrupred 
De la Torre, who knew her well enough ro gueſs the 
reaſon of her Concern) we all have cauſe to com- 


plain of your want of Good-nature, jy endeavouring 
| | to 
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to deprive us of an Entertainment which the Mar. 
2 promiſes ſo much Diverſion in. I cannot (re. 

amed ſhe, recollecting herſelf as much as ſible) 
ſuffer the Secret of my Friend to be divul d: — 
Thar Letter is from a Woman I entirely — and 
the' I writ it for her to prevent any Diſcovery, yet 
tis poſſible ſome here, by the Contents, may gueſ; 
the Perſon. ——I doubt not, Madam, 2 the 
Marquis) but that every body will; but, (pur ſu d 
he ironically) I have ſo vaſt a regard for the Baro- 
neſs de Tortillee, that I cannot conſent to bury in ob- 
ſeurity ſo uncommon a Proof of her Good-nature, 
as the ſigning her own Name to a Complaint fuch as 
this. How! cry'd all the Company with one Voice, 
her own Name! and immediately a loud Laughter 
enſu'd among the Women, and Signs of an univerſal 
Conſternation among the Men. The revengeful Mar. 
quis obſery'd it with pleaſure, and was : to go 
on with the Letter; but the Baroneſs, quite beſides 
herſelf with Paſſion, ſtill ſtruggling to get it from 
him, for ſome Moments retardechis Deſign, till find- 


ing her continue obſtinate, he thought fit to ſheyy + 


that he was reſolved to be fo, too; and holding it 
above her reach, and gently putting her off, Twere 
too much, Madam, (reſum'd he, with a malicious 
Smile) to do ſo much for the Service of a Friend, and 
yet be deny'd the Praiſes due to ſo elevated a Since- 
rity! — You muſt and ſhall receive the Glory which 
your Actions merit; and if you now prevent me, the 
publick News-Papers to-morrow ſhall proclaim your 
Virtues. Twould be impoſſible to repreſent the 
violence of her Rage, when ſhe found, that neither 
Entreaties nor Commands were of force to oblige 
him to ſtifle this Teſtimony of her Infamy : She ray'd 
like one diſtracted; calFd him ten thouſand Villains; 
and perceiving herſelf on the very brink of being ex- 

ſed in the moſt ſhameful manner imaginable, no 
Lope from Artifice, no relief from Diſſimulation, ſhe 
threw the Mask of Softneſs off ; unheard of Curſes 
iſſued from her Mouth; her Eyes ſhot Fire; * 
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her Air the Fury ſtood confeſs'd ; and quitting the 
Marquis, and looking wildly round on the reſt of the 
Company, (who waited with Impatience for the end 
of this Adventure) and ſeeing none offer to aſſiſt her 
in wreſting this fatal Paper from the Hand thar held 
it, ſhe flew out of the Room, wiſhing eternal Dam- 
nation on 'em all. The Indignation and Confufion 
ſhe exprels'd, was ſo great a Gratification of the Mar- 
quis's Spleen, that he had certainly follow'd her to 
proſecute the Raillery he had ſo tormentingly began; 
but that, fully to ſatiate his Revenge, it was neceſſary 
he ſhou'd (tay where he was, ſince he cou'd never 
meet with a fitter Opportunity than what offer'd at 
preſent for the making her appear what ſhe really was 
before ſo many Perſons, ſome of which he knew wou'd 
not fail to blaze it : And every body crouding about him, 
he immediately proceeded with the Letter, which conti- 
nu'd to declare the Paſſion it began with, in theſe Words: 


Languiſhing for your Approach, and all diſſolving in 
the pleaſing Expectation of thoſe Foys your dear-lov'd 
Preſence brings, ſome Hours ſlid 74 away; but when 
the time was paſsd, what Horror! what inconceiva- 
ble Inquietudes enſu d! My Heart, ſo lately the ſeat 
of Rapture, was now filld with racking Doubts, and 
torturing er phat ſhall I do? — I am 
wild with Apprehenſion ; the Memory of paſt De- 
lights, 6:4t heighten preſent Woes : — O La Branche! 
ſhou'd you, indeed, forſake me, not Hell contains 4 
Wretch more curſt than I. — But ſure it cannot be ! —— 
That lovely Form can harbour no Deceit. — "Twas my 
ill fortune, but not thy fault, that all the Night my 
longing Arms were ſiretch'd in vain to graſp thee. 
Thy Soul, I know, thy Wiſhes all were mine ! — Make 
haſte my Love, my Life ! My Angel, make haſte ts 
give and take ſuch Foys, as but in Idea to the vulgar 
World are known, though real and ſubſtantial to rhe 
charming La Branche, and his 
Paſſionately fond 
TORTILLEE. 


Methinks, 
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Methinks, ſaid the Marquis, here js neither want 
of paſſion or ſoftneſs in this Billet, co make the Au- 
thor aſham d of its being read; hut this is nothing 
to what this Prodigy of her Sex can do! — Here i; 
conc wat: he) a — of her Abilities, in which 

yeral of this Company have ſome Concern. — In 
| ſpeaking theſe Words, he took out the other Letter, 
and without ſtaying to hear what Reply any body 
wou'd make, added to the Surprize they were al. 
ready in, by the reading theſe Lines. 


To my Souls Treaſure, the moſt adorable 
| La BRANCHE. 


Fealouſy betokens Love, how happy ſhould I think 
| myſelf in receiving ſo many Proofs of yours ? But 
ſay, thou dear Deſtroyer of my Peace! charming Un- 
believer ! ſay, what muſt I do to convince thee that 1 
am, that I can be only thine ! — Oh! didft thou 
know thyſelf, thy own unequall d Charms were à ſuffi- 
cient Security for my Truth ! — What is there in Man 
deſirable, that my La Branche does not poſſeſs in ſo 
eminently diftinguiſh'd a degree, that the whole Sex be- 
ſide are worthleſs Nothings when compar'd with him! — 
Tou ſeem to make it an occaſion of Complaint, that J 
admit of ſo much Company; but tell me, how can 1 
avoid it ? — How can a Woman of my Quality, with- 
out becoming the ſubject of Ridicule, re 7 the Viſits 
of Fs of her own Rank, and who call themſelves 

Husband's Friends ? That hated fatal Tie, ala, 
obliges me to many things contrary to my Inclination : 
Beſides, as he is now from home, and under that un- 
77 Indiſpoſition, which all, but me, lament, ſhou'd 
T deny the Converſation of — 2 he eſteem d, and thoſe 
whom I can find no plauſible pretence for breaking 
with, wou'd it not be evident enough to the judging 
World, 'twas for the ſake of ſome dear unknown Fu- 
vourite I did ſo? By a promiſcuous Acquaintance I ſhun 
the Infamy of being too fond of one ; and 'tis by -— 
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Method alone that I can ſecure my Love and 
Reputation. It is for thee — for thee! lovely, cruel 
Su/petor, as thou art! for one dear, undiſturb'd, un- 
talk'd of Hour with thee, I undergo the uneaſy Tak of 
diſſembling in Publick ! and to conceal my real Tenderneſi 
for thee, wear a pretended ons to all — Methinks you 
ſhou'd approve an Act of Prudence ſo convenient for us 
both, and ought to know me better than. to imagine I 
am ſo loſt to Honour, or have a Soul ſo little delicate, 
as to ſtoop to a Plurality of Amours. — No, no, I am 
for nothing leſs than the moſt Excellent of his Sex !— 
to vanquiſh a Heart, till now a Foe profeſs'd to Love, 
and all its tender Follies, and. triumph over a Virtue 
eſtabliſhd like mine, it was neceſſary there ſhould be a 
La Branche! Thoſe whom your groundleſs Fears point 
out as Rivals, either becauſe their Quality obliges ma 
to treat them with à greater Share of Civility than I 
do others, or becauſe you conſider them. as Men of more 
Merit than the Generality of thoſe you have ſeen with 
me, are in Reality the 2 of my Averſion and 
Diſdain ; if there be any. Thing like Perfection in any of 
them, *tis hid amidſt a Croud of Faults: The Count 
de la Torre has indeed ſome Wit and Spirit, but then 
he is 1 Infolent, Robuſt, and Vain : — Moſt 
People allow that the Chevalier St. Aumar has Good-na- 
ture, and an agreeable Perſon, but at the ſame time mate 
a Feſt of his Underſtanding : Thoſe who are pleas'd with 
the bon Mien and Air of the Marquis de Sonville, 
deſpiſe him for his Pride and Oftentation >>—Beauclair's. 
refin'd Manner of Converſation, good Addreſs, and 
Sublimity of Genius, can never make Amends for his 
Want of Sincerity, and , Aﬀectation of a Paſſion for 
all Women, which he has not Stability of Temper 
enough to make him truly feel for one, any more 
than old Le Sourbe's cal. 
other Deficiencies. Mretches ! Wretches ! all un- 
worthy of your Fears, as they are of my Regard, and, 
with my Husband, equally odious to my Souls fond 
Wiſhes. — Name them no more, unleſs you'd have all 
Deſire in me grow ſick, and at your next a 
| fcs 
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brace receive into your Arms a ſenſeleſs Log in- 
Read of 


Your moſt Tranſported, 
Melting, Longing, Dying 
ToRTILLEE. 


The Marquis had no ſooner concluded the Reading 
this Epiſtle, than every Mouth in the Company was 
opening to expreſs the various Sentiments which 
the Hearing it inſpir'd in each of them: But Count 
de la Torre, whoſe Soul had burn'd with fierce Im- 
patience from the mention made of him, got the 
ſtart of all the reſt, in revenging on her Character 
the Reflection ſhe had made on his; and as he was 
naturally paſſionate, and alittle regardleſs of the Repu- 
tarion of thoſe Women that put themſelves in his 
power, now thinking there was not the leaſt Obli- 
— for Secrecy, ſaid enough to let every body 

now, that ſhe once took as much pains to con- 
vince him of her Sincerity, as now ſhe did La 
Branche. The Marquis de Sonville was not more ge- 
nerous; but Monſieur le Sourbe and the Chevalier 
ſpoke not a word. Both theſe Gentlemen had bore a 
true Affection to the Baroneſs, and were too much 
confounded at theſe ſtrange and unexpected Diſeove- 
ries of her Perfidy, to be able to reply to any. Thing 
that was ſaid. Beauclair obſerv'd it; and tho' he never 
knew what *twas to feel a ſerious Paſſion for her, 
was as much nettled as the other; but he diſſembled 
his Chagrin, and putting on a Countenance which 
had more in it of Diſdain than Anger: For my part, 
ſaid he, I find no Cauſe of Wonder, but the Sight 
of yours: My Acquaintance with this Lady has 
been of a much ſhorter Date than moſt of yours, yet 
in the little Time I have convers'd with her, I have 
ſeen enough not to be ſurpris'd at this Teſtimony of 
the Levity of her Temper: Thoſe two Gentlemen 
(continu'd he, pointing to St. Aumar and Le Sourbe) 


have, perhaps, been ignorant of each other's * 
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neſs: Each believ'd himſelf the only favour'd, and 
glory'd in a Self-Sufficiency of being able to pleaſe the 
Conſtant, the Diſtinguiſhing Tortillee. The Conſtant, 
the Diſtinguiſhing Tortillee, as yourſelf once thought 
her, good Monheur, interrupted a pert Lady, (Who 
ſtood near him, and. who from Sansfoy had learn'd 
the whole Secret,) do not imagine that your In- 
trigue with her has been inviſible to all Eyes but 
your own: the whole Town knows ſhe has had 
Arts to blind even the diſcerning Beauclair, or he 
wou'd not, for her ſake, have abandon'd fo deſerving 
a Woman as Montamour. True, Madam, true, (ſaid a 
Gentleman that was by,) that unhappy Lady you 
mention'd had not been reduc'd to ſo fad a Condi: 
tion as Monſieur Galliard found her in the Twilleries, 
if the Baroneſs had never ſeem'd more worthy of 
Regard ; nor had ſhe forſook the World for a Cloyſter, 
if Monſieur Beauclair had always profeſs'd the ſame 
Indifferency as now. That is an Affair of which no 
body is ignorant, added another. Yet, reſum'd the 
Lady that ſpoke firſt, he has been as much deceiy'd 
in believing it a Secret, as he was in the Fidelity of 
his Miſtreſs. There were {ſeveral in the Room of 
both Sexes, that ſeconded the Raillery ſhe had be- 

n on this Score; and Beauclair, who from the 

ſt Mention of Monta mour had been ſtruck with 
Remorſe, and a kind of Self. Condemnation, cou'd 
not preſently recover his Preſence of Mind, ſo far as 
to be able to anſwer them; and it was but with an 
half- aſſur d Accent that he at laſt brought forth theſe 
Words: — I know not well what tis you mean, 
(laid he,) Madamoiſelle Montamour, by all I ever faw- 
of her Behaviour, was never ambitious of becoming 
a publick Chat: She is a Woman I ever did, and ever 
ſhall eſteem : The Town is ſenſible I ſhou'd have 
marry'd her, had ſhe been ſo diſpos d; but what- 
ever Accident has happen'd to occaſion our eternal 
Separation, I ſhou'd be ſorry to think any one ſhou'd 
imagine a Bar ſo weak as the Baroneſs de Tortillee's 
Artifices ſhou'd have. power to do it. Notwith- 

| - Randing 
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| ſtanding his Belief to the contrary, there were too 
many preſent that were acquainted with the Story 
to have let it reſt ſo, if the Marquis de Sonville, willing 
in this grand Aſſembly of the beſt part of her Ac- 
quainrance, to expoſe the Baroneſs as much as poſſi- 
ble, had not turn'd the Converſation on the two 
filent Gentlemen, Se. Aumar and Le Sourbe. It 
was a good while before one Word cou'd be got 
from them; but when they ſpoke, it was in 3 
Faſhion which convinc'd the whole Company of 
what they before had Cauſe enough to ſuſpect, that 
the Gratitude for Favouis ſhe had conferr'd, and the 
Aſtoniſnment at the Diſcovery of any others being 
Partakers in that Happineſs, cach of them had the 


Vanity to believe he had engroſs'd, had, till now, 


depriv'd them of the Power of Utterance. If the 
Marquis's Deſire of Revenge had been rais'd by ſome- 


thing more injurious than the petty Misfor tune of a 


Miſtreſs's Falſhood, he found enough to gratify it: 
Every body now took the liberty of ſpeaking what 
they knew; and there being ſcarce one Perſon in the 
Room that was not privy to one, or more of her 
Intrigues, each now contributed their Part, and the 
whole Scene of all her monſtrous Actions was laid 
open to them all. Never was Woman ſo expos'd 
and ridicul'd, — fo defpis'd and hated: Some took 
fo great a Pleaſure in affromt ing her, and the reſt ſo 
little regarded her Reſentment; that the being within 
her Houſe, and probably within her Hearing, did not in 
the leaſt hinder them from faying all that ſo ample 
a Field of Scandal to indulge in, cou'd give room to; 
till Harriot the Baroneſs's chief Woman coming in, 
rold them her Lady was very much indiſpos'd, and 
Rot being able to return to the Company, defir'd they 
would diſmiſs. We'll ſend La Branche to comfort 
her, aid the Marquis tartly. Ay, my Lord! pur- 
ſu'd the Count, he has an Art of pleaſing, to which, 
it ſeems, we are Strangers. However, let us not 
add to the Schedule of our Faults, that of Ingrati- 


rude: Beſure you tell the Lady, continu'd he, turning 
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to Harriot, That de la Torre, and the other Gentle- 

men, ſhe ſo handſomely gave a Deſcription of, are 

infinitely obligated to her for the pains ſhe has taken 
to clear them of an Affair, of which none of them 
would. be proud. No, no, cry'd Beauclair, let La 
Branche poſſeſs alone the unenvied Happineſs. Tor- 

tillzke and La Branche (reſum'd the Marquis) are 

only capable of pleaſivg each other, and indeed are 
only fit for one another, as this Fellow (continued 
he, taking hold of Du Lache, who that inſtant came 
into the Room, and giving him a ſcornful turn) 
this Pimp! this wretched Pander! is only fit for the 
vile Offices he is employ'd in. O forbear, my 
Lord, interrupted De la Torre, (with an Air and 
Voice full ot Derifion) this ingenious Gentleman 
but wears the Livery of the munificent Baroneſs, 
and muſt obey the Hand which feeds him! —If he 
has made uſe of any Stratagems to deceive you, or 
me, or any here, twas to | = a Miſtreſs who libe- 
rally rewarded the Procurer of her Pleaſures : For 
my part, I confeſs, tho' he has favoured me ſome- 
times with a Summons, not much unlike what juft 
now your Lordſhip read, I never had gratitude e- 
nough to make him any other Retribution than bar- 
ren Thanks : Nor, perhaps, have any of you, Meſ- 
ſieurs, been more bountiful : 1 think the leaſt we 
can do, to recompence the Obligations he has con- 
ferr'd on us, is to recommend him to the Service of 
ſome Italian Courtexan, in whoſe Amours he would 
ſtand in admirable ſtead, and tis probable pick up 
for himſelf a more laſting Subſiſtence, than he 
can hope for from the precarious Dependance of 
his preſent Benefactreſs, whoſe Charms begin now 
to grow out of date, and almoſt of as little Reputa- 
tion as her Virtue. As crafty as this Villain was in 
making almoſt any Appearances. ſubſervient to his 
Ends, when he had time for deliberation, theſe ſud- 
den and unexpected. Salutations entirely bereft him 
of all Artifice; he was now as harmleſs, as unde- 
ſigning as a Fool: He was, indeed, two or three 
times. 
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times about to ſpeak, though he knew not what to 
fay : He found that the Secret of the Baroneſe's 
Temper, and the Hand he had in her Conduct, were 
diſcover'd; but had neither time to gueſs by what 
Means, nor to contrive any Expedient which might 
evade the Obloquy ſuch a diſcovery muſt bring on, 
Tis poſſible he might, at laſt, have muſter'd Courage 
enough to ask what 'twas they meant ; but the Che- 
valier St. Aumar, who, by the Reaſons already men- 
tion'd, had all this while been prevented from making 
any outward ſhew of his inward Diſorders, having 
now got the better of his Surpriſe and Confuſion af 
Thought, Rage took the whole poſſeſſion of his 
Soul. The fight of Du Lache, and the Reflection 
how much he had ſuffer'd himſelf to be deceiv'd by 
the Artifices of that Villain, put him beyond all Pa- 
tience : He drew his Sword, and running furiouſly 
at him, as he was about to ſpeak, had certainly ſi- 
lenc'd him for ever, if Beauclair, who happen'd to be 
next him, had not been quick enough to lay hold of 
his Arm. Hinder not, Monſieur, ſaid he, the Hand 
of Juſtice : That Wretch is unworthy of Life; and 
ſince our Laws are but too deficient in puniſhing 
Crimes ſuch as his, thoſe who, like me, he has wrong'd, 
have a Title to revenge themſelves. It was with all 
the difficulty in the World that Beauclair, the Mar- 
quis, and all the Company. perſuaded him to ſheath 
the Sword; and, perhaps, all they cou'd ſay, to re- 
Prog how much ſo deſpicable a Creature, both by 
is Birth and Principles, was below the Reſentment, 
of a Man of Honour, had been ineffectual, if Count 
de Ia Torre had not catch'd hold of the cowardly 
Wretch, who all this time ſtood hanging down his 
Head and trembling, and bringing him to the inrag d 
Chevalier, whoſe Arm he found Beauglair had till 
poſſeſſion of; See here, Monſieur, ſaid he, when once 
Reflection gets the Maſtery of Paſſion, how wou'd 
you bluſh to think you muſt be queſtion'd in the 
King's Name, why you depriv'd him of ſo worthleſs 
a Subject! Tis thus, and thus, (purſu'd he, giving 
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him two or three Kicks,) we ſhou'd chaſtiſe the In- 
ſolence of ſuch Wretches. In ſpeaking theſe laſt 
Words he turn'd him, who was glad of an Opportu- 
nity to make uſe of his Heels, out of the Room. 
No body ſtaid long after: Al had been ſaid and done 
that cou'd convince the Baroneſs her Reign was at 
an end; and now the Company ſeparated, every one 
to think or talk of this Adventure as their ſeveral 
Sentiments of it prompted them. To the Ladies it 
was Matter enough of Diverſion : Nothing can be 
more pleaſing to thoſe Women who ſet up for 
being Aamir d of which ſort were molt of this 
Aſſembly, than to ſee the Downfall of a reignin 
Toaſt: The prodigious Pawer the Baroneſs had, eil 
now, maintain'd over ſo many Hearts, had long been 
the Envy of each pretending Fair; and to behold it 
ſunk in a Moment, — her Charms depriv'd of all 
their wonted Force, — her Arts, her Blandiſhments no- 
more effectual; — Contempt in the place of Eſteem, 
and Deteſtation in the room of Love, gave a Joy too 
exquiſite to be deſcrib'd by any thing bur itſelf: 
Their Looks, the chearful Accent of their Voices,. 
whenever any Occaſion offer d to ſpeak of this Af- 
fair, cou'd only demonſtrate the ſecret Satisfaction 
glowing in their enliven'd Souls ! 


Of ail the Men intereſted in this Diſcovery, only 
Le Sourbe was inconſolable: The Weakneſs of his In- 


tellects, together with the Meanneſs of his Spirit, 
made him the moſt unfortunate Creature on Earth : 


He had fancied himſelf ſuperlatively bleſt, diſtin- 


guiſh'd from all the reſt of Mankind, belov'd, ad- 
mir'd, ador'd, careſs'd by the moſt Lovely, moſt In- 
genuous, moſt Faithful of her Sex; and now, art 
once, to find his Happineſs imaginary, the Woman 
he had idoliz'd, he had worſhipp'd as a Goddeſs, but 
meer Mortal, with all her Sex's Failings, truly emi- 
nent in nothing but Hypocriſy; the Favours he had 
receiv'd, only the Overflowings of a Luxurious Appe- 
tite, or condeſcended to gratify a Mercenary one, 
made him almoſt diſtracted. He ſeem'd either never 
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to have known, or to have forgot his own Imper. 


fections, which if he had duly weigh'd, he could neyer 
have been deceiv'd into an Opinion, that a Woman nei- 
ther old nor unlovely cou'd have been blind to em ,and 
conſequently eſcap'd a Diſappointment to grievous, 
Not a Perſon of his Acquaintance but he cold the 
Story to; making molt pitiful Lamentations; ſaying 
how dearly he had lov'd the Baroneſs ; how much he 
had ſtudied to oblige her; what Preſents he had made 
her; the Pleaſure with which ſhe had ſrem'd to accept 
of his Services; deſcrib'd the a-thouſand-times- re- 
peated Endearments which had paſs'd between them; 
and then, (burſting imo a Flood of Tears,) Yet ſhe is 
falſe ! wou'd he cry, ſhe is falſe! forſworn to all the 
Gods and me! The poor Wretch, to his other Fop- 
peries, had alſo a paſſionate Affection for Rhiming, a 
Vanity almoſt as unbecoming to one of his Age, as 
Love: And now having two ſuch Themes as Deſpair 
and the Perfidy of a Miſtreſs, Melpomene was every 
day invok'd ; the whole Town was perſecuted with 
his Complaints in Metre; and tis hard to ſay, which 


' faffer'd moſt in his publiſhing: them, the Baroneſs's 


Reputation of Honour, or his own of Underſtanding. 

Not in this Manner behav'd the Marquis de Son- 
ville, the Count de la Torre, the Chevalier St. Aumar, 
and Monſieur Beauclair: The three former im medi- 
ately enter'd-into new Attachments, in the Pleaſures 
of which the Memory of the old one was eaſily 


forgot; and the Condition of the latter was ſuch as 


wou'd neither permit him to complain, to. rail, or to 


condemn. He was not perhaps in fo great a Sur- 


priſe at the late Diſcovery of the Baroneſs's Humour 
as ſome others appear'd to be, but the Treatment 
which. he was witneſs Da Lache had receiv'd; and 
the Character he heard of him, was what involv'd 
him in the greateſt perplexity: He now began to 
imagine that there was more than a Probability that 


all he had been told of Montamour was falſe ; and the 


Horrour he conceiv'd at having ſuffer'd himſelf to be 
impos'd on to the prejudice of that Lady's. Reputa- 
tion, 
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tion, and his 6wn Inclinations, was ſuch as Language 
is too Weak to repreſent. Once he believed nothing 
could be a greater Misfortune than the aſſurance ſhe 
was unworthy his Affection; now he dreaded that 
he ſhould one day be convinc'd ſhe was but too me- 
ritorious. It ſhe be innocent, faid he ro himſelf, what 
2 Villain, what a Monſter, muſt I have all this while 
appear'd ? —Ignorant of the Arts by which I have 
been deluded, the muſt deſpiſe and hate me. —Whar 
ſhall I do to acquire a know'edge of the Truth? 
How find out the fatal certainty of her Virtue? A 
certainty which muſt for ever damn me to deſpair, 
fince, Devii-like, I have renounc'd my Heaven; yet 
fightful as the Precipice appears, I muſt plunge in,— 
mult fathom the wild Abyſs! —muſt drag up Confirma- 
tion, tho? ſhe comes waited on by all the Terrors of Re- 
morſe, Self-condemnation, and the ever-during Sting of 
Conſcience, —Helli, Hell itſelf, affords no Torture like 
Suſpenſe, cruel diſtracting, Senſe- deſtroying Suſpenſe !— 
Give, give me, Fate, ſome Means to eaſe the preſent 
Anguiſh, and order all hereafcer as thou pleaſeſt. In 
this manner, whenever he was alone, did he tor- 
ment himſelf; and when in Company, no more ap- 
peared the Man he was: A ſudden Cloud bung ever on 
his Brow; his once enlivening Converſation was now 
exchang'd for Pecviſhneſs; his Gallantry for cold Neg- 
let; his gay Addreſs for ſilent Churliſnneſs; perpetual 
Ill-nature and an inceſſant Gloom diffus'd itſelf thro? 
all his Air, and darken'd every Grace, Whenever he 
heard the Name of Tortillee, (as the prodigious Eclat 
the Adveaturer of the Letter to La Branche had made 
in Town, gave him frequent Occaſions) it fill'd- him 
with mortal Diſquiets; if that of Montamour, he 
was unable to contain himſelf. In this Confuſion 
of Thought he ſought Da Lache, reſolving to force 
from him a Cue to guide him through a Labyrinth, 
which, at preſent, ſeemed fo intricate: But that Vil- 
lain was no where to be found, and to hope for any 
from the Baroneſs, was ridiculous; beſides, the ſight 
of her was now grown inſupportable ; and tis poſſi- 
ble he would rather have remain'd for ever as he 

2 Was, 


214 The Injur d Husband or, 
was, than have been oblig'd to her for an Eclairciſſe. 
ment, had there been any probability ſne would have 
been eee on to make one. In theſe Perturba- 
tions let us leave him for a while, and ſee what be- 
came of thoſe who had occaſion'd them. | 
Du Lache, after receiving that contemptuous U- 
ſage from the Marquis, quitted not the Barone/;'s 
Houſe; bur being retir'd into an inner Room, a little 
to recolle& and conſider what it ſhould be that oc- 
caſion'd it, was ſeen by Harriot, and immediately 
directed to her Lady, whom he found in a Diſorder 
ſcarce poſlible to conceive; yet wild and incoherent 
as her tempeſtuous Paſſion was, he ſoon diſcover'd 
what had happen'd, and join'd with her in exclaim- 
ing on the Vanity and Neglect of La Branche, who 
had ſo little Regard of a Lady's Reputation, as to ſut- 
fer her Letters to be expos'd. He had alſo another 
Account to give of this unworthy Lover, which, if any 
thing could have heighten'd the Fury ſhe was alread 
in, the knowledge of would have done. Not ah 


thoſe Artifices which had triumph'd over the ſudg- 


ment of ſo many Men of Senſe, had been able to 
work the defir'd Effect on La Branche: Stupid as 
he was in every thing elſe, in this he had the Ad- 
vantage of thoſe of the beſt Underſtanding ; and, in 


ſpite of all that Du Lachs and his politick Inſtructreſs - 


could do, the young Woman, whoſe Engagements 
with him had, perhaps, been the greateſt Motive 
which entitled him to be lov'd by the Baroneſs, was 
now going to take him from her for ever : They 
were to be married in a few days; and this vile Wo- 
man had the juſt mortification to be told, That to 
make Reparation for his former Tranſgreſſion, he 
had bound himſelf in an Obligation never to ſee her 
more. To repreſent in what manner ſhe receiv'd 
this News, one had need be acquainted with the In- 
habitants of Bedlam : Her Words, her Looks, her Air 
were all Diſtraction: She ſaw. ſhe was utterly 
undone with the Marquis de Sonville, the Count 
de la Torre, the Chevalier St. Aumar, Beauclair, and 
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LeSourbe; aud to be abandon'd by the Man, for whoſe 
ke ſhe Had loſt the Eſteem and good Opinion of 
them all, was ſuch a killing Stroke, as nothing could 
enable her to ſupport. Wanting the Means of Ven- 
nce on thoſe who had occafion'd it, her unavail- 
ing Rage recoil'd upon itſelf: She tore her Hair and 
Face, and bir her very Fleſh in the extremity of her 
Paſſion: It was not now in the power of her Emiſlary, 
Du Lache, to ſay or do any rhing that could give 
her Conſolation : The Caſe was now too deſperate 
to admit Relief from any of thoſe Stratagems he 
had formerly ſo well ſucceeded in: His Artifices 
were diſcover'd, and therefore no more effectual: 
He was now a known Deceiver; a Villain pro- 
caim'd, as his Patroneſs was a [ilt : and all that ei- 
ther of them couid do, was to vent ſome part of 
their enervate Malice in Curſes. After having rail'd 
themſelves almoit out of breath againſt La Branche, 
the Marquis, and all who had ſcem'd to approve of 
his Proceeding, they began, as 'tis the cuſtom of all 
baſe People, when their Deſigns miſcarry, to reflect 
one on another: You might have prevented all this, 
Madam, faid he, but your ungovern'd Paſſion for 
La Branche would ſuffer you to liſten to no Rea- 
ons. —— Villain, cried ſhe, to what end have ! heap- 
ed unnumber'd Obligations on thee, but to engage 
thy ſubtle-working Brain to procure my Pleaſures, 
and protect my Fame? But ſtupid or ungrateful, thou 
haſt ruin'd both: — My Repurarion's loſt, my Love 
undone: The Earth contains nor ſo forlorn a Wretch ; 
yet thou canſt calmly tell me, This might have been 
prevented: Ves, it might, had thy Management 
been equal to thy Boaſting. Madam, what could 
Ido? reſum'd he; I never approv'd of your ent'ring 
into an Engagement with La Branche; I knew he was 
unfit, and therefore ad vis d you. - Thou Fool, inter- 
rupted the impatient Baroneſs, what Lover ever took 
Advice: His Humour, or his Principle, being un- 
ſuited to my Purpoſe, made not his Form leſs — 
| 8 
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ſing to my Eyes: 'Twas thy Buſineſs to have 
wound thy {elf into his Soul, chang'd every Move- 
ment there, created it all a- new, and faſhion'd it to 
my Deſign. Thus did each endeavour to lay the 
blame of this Misfortune on the other; and the Dit. 
pute growing higher, at laſt it came to a down-right 
Quarrel, and they parted almoſt as ill-fatisfy'd with 
one another, as both were with the World. 

Some days paſt before they met again: The Baro. 
neſs ſhut herſelf into her Chamber, and would {ce no 
Company; and Da Lache was beginning to think 
what Courſe of Lite he muſt now take up, believing 
there was no more Profit to Le expected from that 
he had lately proteſs'd. But he was too skilful an 
Engineer to bediſcarded ſo; when he had given over 
all hope of ever being employ'd by her again, a leſ- 
ſenger came from the Baroneſs to let him know the 
defir'd to ſpeak with him immediately. The Sum- 
mons was too welcome net to be readily obey'd ; 
He went, but found not the Buſineſs, what he 1ma- 
gin'd, to endeavour to reinſtate her in the Affections 
of any of her former Lovers, or to contrive {ome 
plauſible Pretence for the introducing her to a new 
one, but to aſſiſt her once more to get rid of her 
Husband, who was coming to call her to a dreadful 
Account for her Behaviour. She had juſt receiv'd 
News, that the Baron's Diſtemper having reach'd 
the ear of a skilful Phyſician, who happen'd to be 
at that time in the Country where ſhe had diſpos'd 
him, he atrempted to cure it; which he had accom- 
pliſh'd, to the wonder of every body who had been 
witneſs of his Phrenzy ; that this much-wrong d 
Gentleman was preparing for Paris ; and that the 
Perſon who had reſtor'd him to Reaſon, had afo 
made him know, it was but by ſome ſupernatural 
Means that he ſo long had languiſhed in the want 
of ir. This was a terrible Shock! a Blow, indecd, 
which all the Artifice of this guilty Pair was at a 
loſs for means to parry. They ſpent ſome time 
in bewailing their common Misfortune : 155 7 
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braided Dx Lache, for his ill-tim'd Mercy, as ſhe 
calld it: I would have put an end to my Fears, 
ſaid ſhe, by taking away the Life of this Troubler 
of my Repoſe : Had your Advice not interpos d, I 
had not now been ſo curs'd in the Apprehenſion that 
1 muſt be oblig d to anſwer for my paſt Conduct, 
and regulate the future: ——Burt for you, conttnu'd 
ſhe, I might have been bleſt as my utmoſt Wiſh 
could make me, Miſtreſs of my ſelf, entire Poſſeſſor 
of the whole Fortune of this fooliſh Baron, and in- 
dependent of the World's Opinion: Now I muſt 
flatter, ſooth, cajole, and all, perhaps, in vain, for 2 
precarious Subſiſtence. — Wretched, wretched Fool, 
(cry'd ſhe out, ſtamping and biting her Nails) to be 
thus perſuaded contrary to my Intereſt, to my In- 
clinations, to my eternal Peace! Hold, Madam, 
hold, (interrupted he) have patience, tis not yet too 
late to prevent the Ills you dread ; the Inſtruments 
of Death are till at hand; and when, like Fate, you 
give the Word, ſhall ruſh to execution. The hor- 
rid Deed being thus reſolv'd on, all they had to do 
was to contrive the Means to bring it about. After 
ſeveral Inventions form'd and rejected, becauſe t 
were either unſafe, or unſure, it was at haſt pitch'd 
on, That ſhe ſhould write a moſt tender and paſſionate 
Letter, congratulating his return of Health, and 
preſſing his coming home; that it ſhould be con- 
vey'd to him by Le Songe and Toncarr, who were 
to paſs as Servants ſhe had lately taken into the Fa- 
mily, and recommended to attend him to Paris. 
This way, faid he, will certainly be the moſt 
effectual; for it will prevent him from hiring any 
Servants, who perhaps might be reſolute 46. 242 : 
to defend their Maſter, if our Friends ſhould attack 
him on the Road; but being receiv'd by him in this 
manner, he will be entirely in their power, and th 
may have an eaſy opportunity of diſpatching him 
in the Journey, whenever they find a Place conve- 
nient, The Baroneſs approv'd of it extremely; and 


Vor. II. K thinking 
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thinking every Moment an Age till her wicked De. 
ſigus were brought about, immediately ſet down to 
write, while Da Lache went to prepare his aſſiſting 
Villains for the . oy wes to undertake. 
Enough has been ſaid of Character of theſe 
two Wretches to make the Reader know they were 
_—_— of any Miſchief which had a proſpe& of 
Advantage: They Pang ur hag being equipp'd 
in Habits proper for their Deſign, took Horſe the 
ſame Night, promiſing they would bring back a ſa- 
tisfactory Account of what they had done. An Ac- 
cident happen'd immediately after, which convinc'd 
the Baroneſs how neceſſary what ſhe had contriy'd 
was to the conſervation of her Fortune: Da Lache 
Was under an Arreſt on the account of ſome Riot 
he had lately been guilty of; to redeem him from 
which, there muſt be a goed Sum of Money depo- 
fited. She ſeat to the Banker, in whoſe hands lay 
the beft part of the Baron's ready Caſh 5 but he re- 
fus d to pay her any, ſaying, he had a Letter of Ad- 
vice to the contrary; and that he would-disburſe no 
more till he either faw her Lord, or had Orders 
from him to do it. This was enough to let her 
know the power ſhe once had over him was at an 
end; and that if he liv'd to return, ſhe muſt expect 
another ſort of treatment than ſhe had been accuſ- 
tom'd, or could endure to receive. Money, how- 
ever, muſt be rais'd ; her Inſtrument muſt not remain 
in confinement: but having now no Credit, even 
with a Lover, ſhe procur'd ſome on her Jewels, and 
releas'd him wichout giving herſelf much trouble 
about the matter, believing ſhe ſhould ſoon be in a 
condition to redeem them, having a Will by her, which 
the Baron, in the time of his too-abundant fondneſs, 
had made, wherein ſhe was left ſole Executrix, and 


fall Miſtreſs of every thing he had in the World. 


This ſhe deſign'd to produce as ſoon as the wiſh'd- 
for News of his death ſhould arrive, to the diſap- 
intment of all his Relations, who were utterly 


ignorant of his having been guilty of ſo much In- 


Juſtice, 
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juſti oe. Some Debts alſo, which the Extravagance 
of this Fellow had contracted, now threatning to 
come upon him, and the impoſſibility there was, at 

ent, for the Baroneſs to diſcharge them, obliged 
im, as ſoon as he was releasd from his Confine» 
ment, co take - ſhelter in her Houſe, till the happ 
Hour was come, in which they were to have 
things in their power. +5947 
It was in this time of his 


zbſconding, that Mon- 
fieur Beauclair was in ſearch of him every where, 


but in the Place in which he realty was; but tho it 
was highly probable he might have been heard of ar 
the Baroneſs's, yet ſo great was his averſion to that 
Houſe, that he could not think of going to it on 
any account whatſoever ; and to ſend any other Per · 
ſon to make an Enquiry, he knew be in vain, 
fince he was told the Reaſons of his ing bim- 
ſelf. But notwithſtanding the impoſſibility he found 
there was of coming to any knowledge of the truth 
thro' his means, he was inform'd of enough to make 
him but too ſenfible for his Repoſe, that he had been 
betray'd into a wrong Belief: He ſometimes viſited 
Madamoiſelle Sansfoy; and that Lady, who had not 


the Gift of concealing any thing ſhe knew, ſoon 


made him acquainted that it was only from Dus 


Lache ſhe had been told any thing to the Diſadvan- 


of Montamonr's Reputation; and that as to the 


tage 

Story of Galliard, ſhe was now fully convinc'd it 
"was entirely falſe. The Pangs'which at th:s Diſcourſe 
ſeiz d the Soul of the too- 


repeating Beauclair, 
were ſuch,as were very near driving him to Diſtraction: 


The Reflectiog how by the worff of Women, and 
her curſed Agents, he had been led to injure the deft ; 
one who lev'd him; one for whoſe fake, while he 
believ'd her true, he would have forgone all that this 
World calls dear, was fo dreadful a Shock to his Ho- 
nour, Good-nature, every erous Principle of 
Humanity, that all the ſtrength of Reaſon and Diſ- 


cretion he was Maſter of, could hardly enable him 


to ſuſtain ; Could his whole Fortune, nay, his 12 
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Life, have called back Time, and cancell'd the Action; 
of a few paſt Months, how gladly would he have 
relign'd it? But ſuch a Wiſh was both ridiculous and 
vain; nor could he hope the ſincere Remorſe and 
Grief he felt for what he had done, could expiate 
his Guilt : The Perſon he had injur'd was in ſenſible 
of his Repentance ; ſhe was ignorant how much he 
ſuffer'd in a Self- conviction; or if, by any means, 
he could acquaint her with it, he could not aſſure 
himſelf ſhe would think it a ſufficient Inducement 
to engage her to forgive. Yet all the Conſolation his 
Sorrows wou'd admit, was to make trial of her Good- 
neſs : Perhaps, thought he, if I cou'd once more 
have the happineſs to throw myſelf beneath her Feet, 
to confeſs my fault, to implore her pity, ſhe may yet 
have ſome remains of Tenderneſs, which my Com- 
plaints may waken! Ungrateful as I ſeem, ſhe till 
may love me, and nothing is unpardonable to Love ! 
With theſe, and the like Suggeſtions, which the na- 
tural chearfulneſs of his Temper, and the experience 
he had of the ſweetneſs of her Diſpoſition inſpir d 
him with, did he repel Deſpair -whenever he found it 
attempted to aſſail him. But a true Paſſion cannot 


for any long time content it ſelf with an Ideal Bliſs : 


It was not ſufficient that he imagin'd a poſſibility of 


being forgiven, of being bleſs'd- as he had been in the 
Affections of his, now more than ever, adorable and 


belov'd Montamour, without an aflurance that he was 


ſo; and tho Hope is the beſt Cordial to preſerve De- 
. fire, thoſe who fit down with that, and delay the 
' proſecution of a farther Satisfaction, are like thoſe 


who build Caſtles in the Air, pleaſing themſelves with 


an imaginary Happineſs, which, whenever they ga- 
ther Courage enough to endeavour to gy hold on, 


flies from the embrace, and cheats the Wain Attemp- 
ter; Beauclair was for no ſuch unſubſtantial Bleſſings; 


the Comfort he found in entertaining an Opinion 
that he might one day be happy, hinder'd him not 
from an impatience to be ſo. 


Love, 
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Love, ever fertile in Invention, and aiding to the 
Wiſhes of a zealous Vorary, ſoon furniſh'd him with 
a Stratagem, which promis'd him Succeſs, at leaſt 
ſo far as to give him once more an Opportunity of 
ſeeing and ſpeaking to Montamour. He was ac- 
quainred with a Friar of the Order of St. Dominic, 
one who was nor the moſt ſtrict of his Profeſſion z 
one who had himſelf experienc'd the Force of Love, 
and knew how to commiſerate the Woes it very 
often was the Cauſe of. To him did the reſtleſs 
Beauclair apply for Relief: He made no Secret of the 
whole Hiſtory of his Paſſion, and the Deluſions he 
hid been enſnar'd by, and entreated his Aſſiſtance in 
the Deſign he had form'd. He fo far prevail'd on 
him, as to engage him to procure a Friar's Habit for 
him; and got his Inſtructions in what Manner to 
behave, that he might pals for ſuch to the Abbeſs of 
the Monaſtery where Montamour had enter'd herſelf. 
Every Thing being _ he ſoon ſer out for the 
Land of Love, not greatly deſpairing but that at his 
Arrival he ſhou'd find himſelf not an unwelcome Gueſt, 

He follow'd ſo exactly the Directions which had 
been given him by the Good-natur'd Friar, that whoever 
had ſeen him in that Garb, wou'd have ſuſpected him 
for no other than what he ſeem'd. 

Being come to the Monaſtery, the Sanctity of his 
Appearance gave him an eaſy Admittance; and telling 
the Abbeſs that he had taken that Journey at the En- 
treaty of the Brother of Montamour, who had inform'd 
him, that he was under an Apprehenſion that there 
was more of Pique than true Devotion in her aban- 
doning the Word. and defir'd him to diſcourſe her 
on that Affair: When he told me this, ſaid the Coun- 
terfeit Venerable, I thought the Duty of my Function 
obliged me to ſearch into the Truth, and uſe the beſt 
of my Endeavours to prepare her, if ſhe is no! ſo 
already, for the Happineſs which a religious Life 
affords. With this, and ſome other Expreſſions of the 
ame Nature, the Reverend Matron was wholly won 
to his Purpoſe: She left him alone, while the went 
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to acquaint Montamour of his being there, and the 
Reaſons which had brought him. But when there 
turn d leading her in, and had preſented her to him, 
how impoſſible would it be to ſet forth the Confu- 
fion he was in? the ſudden Ruſh of painful Extaſy! 
the darting, throbbing, tingling Mixture of Delight 
and Terror, which every Vein confeſs'd, and ſhook 
the alarm'd Heart with almoſt mortal Tremblings! 
Not all the natural Boldneſs of his Sex, not all that 
Preſence of Mind which us d to be his inſeparable 
Companion, not all the Reſolutions he had formY, 
not all the Care he had taken to arm himſelf tor 
this Encounter, were ſufficient to defend him, 
when once the lovely injur'd Monta mour appear d 
He thought ſhe look'd more fair, more beau- 
tiful than ever; and tho her Eyes had loſt nothing 
of their wonted Sweetneſs, yet a long Habitude of 
Melancholy had abated a little of the Gaiety of their 
Rays, and the Auſterity of the Life ſhe was about 
to embrace had given her a greater Compoſedneſs in 
her Countenance. Conſcious of Guilt, and too — too 
ſenſible of his own un worthineſe to find Mercy, ſhe 
ſeem'd to him ſuch as Imagination figures a deſtroy- 
ing Angel, adorn'd in ſhining: Ruin! all glocioal) 
Cruel! and feverely Juſt! It was not in the | 
owing to his own Conduct, that his Diſorders were 
not viſible tothe Abbeſs ;but that good Lady, believing 
that on the account he came twas improper to 
Have a third Perſon. Witneſs of what he had to de- 
liver, took her Leave, only telling him, That when 
their Conference was ended, ſhe ſhou'd entreat his 
Company to take part of what their Cloiſter afforded, 
But he neither heard nor had power to make any 
Anſwer to. this Compliment; every Senſe was ab- 
ſent, and Thought diflaly'd in the vaſt Hurry of his 
various Emotions; but when Montamour, who little 
ſuſpected the Reaſon of the Friar's Silence and diſtant 
Behaviour, defir'd him to fir down, and was beginning 
to enquire after her Brother, the Sound of her. dear, 
yell-remember'd Voice, the gracetul * 
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Manner in which ſhe expreſs'd herſelf, and that en- 


gaging, undeſcribable, inimitable Something, which 
is not to be acquired, and which is only to be found 
in the Air and Mien of thoſe whom Nature, and not 
Art embelliſhes, putting him more ſtrongly in Re- 
membrance of the felicitous Moments her Converſa- 
tion formerly had bleſs d him with, and revolving in 
an Inſtant ten thouſand little nameleſs Softnefles, — 
the thrilling, _— rapturous Amuſements, — 
the Conſequences of mutual Paſſion, — and com- 
paring the preſent with the paſt, what he endur'd was 
not to be conceal'd ! — a ſudden Burſt of wild impe- 
tuous Paſſion broke thro? all Diſguiſe, blaz'd in his 
Eyes, and ſhew'd the burning Lover plain! Forget- 
ful of what his cooler Thoughts had form'd, he 
threw himſelf on her Boſom, graſping her with a 
Violence ſcarce ſupportable, and fixing cloſe to her's 
his glowing Lips, had power no other way to ex- 
preſs the Extaſy he now again began to re-enjoy !— 
a thouſand fond endearing Things crouded at once 
into his Soul, and preſs'd for Utterance — He wou'd 
have ſpoke em but the tumultuous Meanings 
were too great, too many, and overthrew each 
other in the Throng, and all he cou d bring forth 
was Montamonr ! — Angelick Mont amour! Divine, 
Adorable Montamour !— This was indeed ſufficient 
to make her ſenfible who it was ſhe entertain'd; and 
nothing can be more amazing than that in the Sur- 
priſe of ſuch an Interview, ſhe ated not the leaſt 
Extravagance : — Neither the Shock which the Re- 
membrance of his late ill Uſage gave her Pride, vented 
itſelf in Fury and Revilings; nor the ſecret Pleaſure, 
which in ſpite of her Reſentment, her continued 
Tenderneſs felt at his Repentance and Return, was 
diſcoverable by either Word or Look; but doubt- 
ful that ſhe might not retain this Command of het 
Temper, if ſhe truſted herſelf to liſten to the Charms 
of his Perſuaſion, wou'd not put it to the Venture, 
bur getting looſe from his Embrace, and giving a 
ſudden Spring to a little Bell which hung in the 
9 K 4 Room, 
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Room, rung it with ſuch a Force, that the 466. 
and ſeveral of the Nuns came running in before this 
diſappointed Lover cou'd fay or do any Thing to pre- 
vent her. What this holy Man (ſaid ſhe, turning 
to the Abbeſs) has to offer, may, perhaps, be very 
ood ; but as my Reſolution to become a Devotee is 
x'd, I think it needleſs to hear any Thing which 
is deſign'd as an Endeavour to alter it: If my Brother 
is poſleſs'd of any Scruples, or wou'd infuſe any 
into you, of my unworthineſs of the Profeſſion, he 
may communicate them by Letters either to you or 
me; for I am fully determin'd to enter into no Con- 
verſation with any Stranger, till my having taken 
the Orders has put a ſtop to all the Arguments which 
may poſlibly be prepar'd to hinder me. In ſpeaking 
theſe laſt Words, which ſhe pronounc'd with the 
molt reſolute Air, ſhe flew out of the Room, leaving 
kim to make his Excuſe as he cou'd to the Abbeſs, 
and thoſe of the Siſterhood who \had accompany'd 
her. The Conſternation they were in at her Beha- 
viour was very favourable to Beauclair; for while 
they were looking on one another, wondering what 
it ſhould be that had occaſion'd it, he gain'd a little 
Time for the Recovery of his Scatter'd Spirits, but 
not enough to enable him to ſpeak of this Ad ven- 
ture, as a Perſon fo unconcern'd as that which he 
repreſented wou'd have done. The Confuſion, how- 
ever, and Heſitation of the few words he ſpoke, 
were look'd on only as occafion'd by his Chagrin 
for the indifferent Reception he had met with; and 
he left them as full of Trouble for the Diſreſpe& they 
imagin'd had been paid to a Man of his Reverence, 
as they wou'd have been of Anger had they ſuſpected 
the Impoſture. 
But when he was return'd to the Inn where he 
had taken up Lodgings for this Affair, how infinitely 
| ſhort of what he felt wou'd all Deſcription be? For 
ſome Hours he was utterly incapable of Reflection, 
and irs Return fſerv'd but to torture him with re- 
doubled Agonies! All the Horrors, all the Woes that 
1141 can 
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can be imagined to attend diſappointed Paſſion, work d 
up to the moſt elevated Degree that human Nature 
can ſuſtain, raged in his Soul, and tore him with 
Variety of Anguiſh! It was the leaſt of his Vexa- 
tions that he owed them only to himſelf: if Mox- 
tamour was incens d, it was his own ill Conduct 
was the Cauſe; and if ſhe never ſhou'd be brought 
to a Reconciliation, what but bis own Unworthi- 
neſs cou'd be accuſed? In fine, he was quite Soul- 
fick, and mad at the Thoughts of what he had 
done; and the Forgetfulneſs he had ſuffer'd himſelf 
to fall into, in loſing an Opportunity ſo hard to be 
found, of endeavouring once to move her in his fa- 


vour. But as impoſſible as at preſent it ſeemd of 


getting any Means of ſeeing or ſpeaking to her 
again, he cou'd not think of returning to Paris thus 
unſatisfied; Her Lear of Probation was now almoſt 
expired, — the fatal Time drew near, in which ſhe 
was to take an eternal Farewel of the World; and 
then not all his Tears, his Vows, Entreaties, or 


Repentance, not even her own Deſires, had power 


to make him happy. — Some Contrivance there- 
fore muſt be form'd, and ſpeedily; and he reſolv'd,. 
let the Court be ever ſo deſperate, to hazard all for 
one more Interview. Invention, charg'd with the 
Commands of Paſſion, brought fortha numerous Iſſue 
of unjointed Projects. — but abortive all, diſown'd by 
Reaſon, and unnerv'd for Action: To think ofeatring. 
the Monaſtery as a Friar, tho by ever ſo different a 
Pretence from that he lately went on,. was ridicu- 
lous and vain: He had been detected in that Habit 
by the Perſon from whom, till ſhe was a little ſof- 
tened, he found it was moſt, his Intereſt to be con- 
czal'd; and ſhe being under the fame Roof, would 
afford him lender ſolation, if denied the Privi- 
lege of entertaining her. Sometimes he was 
thinking to diſguiſe himſelf as a Cripple, pretend he: 
had fallen from his Horſe, and being unable to travel., 
implore the Charity and Aſſiſtance of the Siſterbood; 
but the Remembrance that there was a College of 
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Jeon within a Bow-Shot from the Monaſtery, to 
ich they would probably fend him, as 4. Pl ee 
more proper and. convenient, put an end to that De. 
, — Another Stratagem was to dreſs himſelf 38 3 
oman, whom ſome unexpected ill Tarn of For- 
tane had driven from her Parents, and beg an Aftum 
there; but this bis Stature forbid. <— It was a con- 
Aderable Time before any Thing which ſeem d feafi- 
ble offer d it ſelf to his Fancy; but what is it that 
a Lover cannot, at laſt, ger the better of, when Re- 
folution is on his Side? As he was walking one Day 
by the Walls which encompaſs'd the Nannery Gar- 
dens, he perceiv'd a Piece of it had lately fallen, and 
was now repairing by the Workmen; he prefently 
berhought him of becoming a Labourer, 21 by that 
Means! ying free Egreſs and Repreſs to carry Mortar, 
Stone, and other Things for the Work, he might eaſily 
hide himſelf among the Buſhes, and watch an'Opportu- 
nity of Montamonr's coming to walk. This Enter- 
rize was no ſooner conceived than put in Execution: 
is Friar's Veſt was now exchanged for a ragged Coat, 
his Cow! for a Linſey-Woolſey Cap, and his Beads for 
a Hod: By offering himſelf for a ſow Hire, he was 
immediately entertain'd by the Maſter. His Buſineſs 
being only to fetch and carry, he was not at all 
found fault with, but perform'd what he had under- 
taken with more. Diligence than thoſe who had all 
their Life been accuſtomed to it; ſo much more 
is it for the truly well-bred to deſcend to the meaneſt 
Offices, than for thoſe, born to Beggary to bear Pro- 
ſperity and an Affluence of Fortune ſuperior to their 
. Nor did his Toil in the Day make him for- 
get ul of what he had deſign'd in the Night, but as 
n as he ſaw they were about to leave work, he 
took his Opportunity to ſlide down from the Wall, 
and conceal him in the moſt remote Part of the Gar- 
den. The firſt Night of his Watching he had no 
other Reward than a diſtant Sight of Montamour, 
as ſhe. was at Prayers among the reſt of the Nun; 
for the Chapel had a Window into the Garden, and 
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was low enough for him to look in as he ſtood on 
tiptoe. The ſecond, indeed, paid his Pains much 
better: She walked above an Hour cloſe by the Place 
where he was hid; and tho' he could not ſpeak to 
her, becauſe there were two of the Nun, with her, 
yet he had the Satisfaction to obſerve ſhe was ex- 
tremely penſive, and that all her Companions could 
do was ineffectual to remove a Melancholy, which 
he had leave to hope was influenced b ſecret 
Thoughts of him. But the zhird gave him an Op- 

rtunity full as his Soul could wiſh: It chanc'd to 
ſein extreme fine Evening, and the Fragrancy of the 
Air had drawn a great Number of the young Dewo- 
tees out to refreſh themſelves: Montamour wasam 
them; and he ſtill found ſhe was as thoughtful as be- 
fore. They paſsd ſome Hours there; ſome walk- 
mg; — ſome fitting on the graſſy Banks; — ſome 
ſporting with the various-colour'd Flowers which 
grew on the Borders, and feem'd to court the Ga- 
therer's Hand ; — ſome cooling their Fingers in the 
Fountain, and wantonly throwing the Water en 
their Companions; every one diverting herſelf as her - 
innocent and undiſturb'd Fancy led her. — But 
Montamour, whoſe Mind was more perplexed, and 
who, in the late Adventure with the lovely Friar, 
had found that Self-denial was the hardeſt of all Vir- 
tues, affected to walk alone: She either not obſerved, 
or had no Reliſh of the little Recreations they en- 
joy'd, but ſingling herſelf from the reſt, he ſaw her 
ſtrike down an Alley which led to a fine Grotto at 
the lower End of the Garden. The Place he bad 
that very Night fortunately made choice of for his 
Concealment, was a long narrow Walk of Camo- 
mile, the End of which came almoſt to the Grotto, 
and was ſhelter'd all the Way with a thick Row of 
Palms: On this he could walk without being in the 
leaſt heard or ſeen by any body in the Garden; and 
as ſoon as he ſaw which Way ſhe went, he imme- 
diately follow'd. He was at the End of the Walk 
almoſt as ſoon as ſhe was in the Grotto; but he durſt 
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not enter while there was company ſo near, feari 
the Strength of her Reſolution, and the Prejudice 
ſhe had conceiv'd againſt him, and which he but 
too juſtly had deſerv'd, ſhould. influence her to treat 
the Labourer in the ſame Manner as. ſhe had done the 
Friar. Their eſtions were, indeed, moſt con- 
nent to Reaſon, but they were preſently oppos'd 
by others of a very different Nature: He began to 
think that if ſhe left the Garden before the others, 
he might never have ſo good an Opportunity as now; 
that there was ſcarce a. Probability he ſhou'd ever 
find her entirely alone ; and that it was better to ha- 
zard her Good-nature, if ſhe wou'd ſuffer him to 

to her now, than run the riſque of not ſpeak- 
ing to her at all. While he was thus debating, and 
irreſolute what to do, he heard the Charmer who, 
had, occaſioned this Conflict in his Soul, tune her 
Guittar: In expectation of that Melody. he for a 
while ſuſpended his Cogitation, and heard her ſing 
in a ſoft, low, but ſweet and harmonious Accent 
theſe Words, which, tis probable, were of her own 
compoſing: 

J. 


No more, fond Maid, direct thy fruitleſs Aims. 

To Bliſs thou canſt but in Idea know : 

A4 Love ſo pure as thine Heaven only claims, 
Nor will. be rival'd by the Toys below. 


II. 
, ty, Oflj.! the. Senſe-alluring Bait 
* gay . in tender Raptures dreſt? 
Remorſe and Shame do on Believing wait, 
Aud late Repentance rends thunwary Breaſt. 


HI. 


From. Damon's Air, his Shape, his flowing Mit, 
His thouſand, thoufand Worlds of countleſs Charms 2. 
Fate weak Defence from Virtue does permit,. 
Vufurniſb d by Devotion fironger Arms. 


IV. 
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IV. 


Nor can Reſentment, or thy Sex's Pride, 

For Injuries receiv'd, ſet free thy Mind; 
Before Love's Fire thoſe meaner Flames ſubſide, 
And ſhrink away like Vapours in the Wind. 


V. 
In Pity, alone, 4 Refuge dwells, 
To ſhield thy Soul from Paſſions pleaſing Pain; 


The baſe Efforts of faithleſs Man repels, 
renders all their ſoft Enchantments vain. 


With trembling Limbs and aching Heart the re- 
penting Beauciair heard her ſing thoſe Lines, which 
gave him ſo much cauſe to fear all. his Endeayours 
to bring her to a Reconciliation would be in vain. 
What hope to conquer, when with Heaven we 
contend! Yet, tho* deſpairing, he would not thus: 
give over, and was moving ſoftly towards the 
Grotto, reſolving, let the Conſequence be what it 
would, to know his Doom at once, and end the 
Tortures of Suſpence: But, as he was juſt at the 
Entrance, the late-ceas'd Harmony of her melodious 
Voice began a- new to charm his liſtening Ears, and 
oblig'd him to delay the Proſecution of his Def 
that he might not loſe the Pleaſure of hearing — 
ſing; which ſhe immediately did theſe Stanza's: 


I. 


The Heart that once has power to change, 
And with a ſecond Paſſion burn, 
Tho to the firſt it would return, 

Will ever bs inclind to rage. 
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II. 


Then charming faithleſi Swain give o'r; 
Nor think by Prayers or Sighs to move; 
A Rebel once to me, and Love, 


I may forgive, but traſt no more. 
III. 


No —— _ I CNS 
' with ſecret Wi ing. 
All diſſolving, melting, nd 
To Death Ell yield, but not to thee. 


Tho the Muſick to which theſe Words were ſet 
gave them an Air infinitely more gay than the for- 
mer, yet ſhe could not conclude them without a 
Mixture of Sighs; which occaſioning a Heſitation 
in her Speech, made a perceivable Variation in rhe 
Tune, and ſeem'd to mitigate their rigid Meaning: 
The Senſe, indeed, was cruel, but the Manner of 
Pronunciation was ſuch, as renewed in the atteative 
Liſt'ner ſome of thoſe Hopes with which he had 
formerly been enliven d. The Gardens were, by this 
time, wholly free from Company, no Interruption 
near, every Thing favour'd his Defign, and now he 
thought he boldly might advance; but till the Ter- 
rors occaſiond by a Conſciouſneſs of his Unwor- 
thineſs, and ever the Companions of Guilt, made 
him enter the Grotto, but with Tremblings, and kept 
him for ſome Moments at an awful Diſtance. 
was fallen into ſo deep a Reſverie, that ſhe diſcern'd 
not that any Perſon was near, tho* the Moon, 
which was then at the Heighth, glitter'd thro' the 
Trees, and ſhone directiy 2 Gladly would he 
have indulg'd Contemplation, and fed Reflection 
with gazing on her Beauties, while thus unſeen, and 
uncontrould by the Severity of her Glances; but 
aaa be ie oa 
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by his late giving a Looſe to the Ardours of his 
Paſſion, made him reſolve to proceed with Art and 
Circumſpection: He moved with gently · treadi 
Steps to che Bank on which ſhe fat, and was clo 
by her before the in the leaſt perceiv'd him; bur 
when, lifting up her Eyes, ſhe faw a Man, and felr 
his Touch, (for he had ſeia d faſt hold of her to pre- 
vent her ſtirring,) ſhe ſent forth a great Shriek, 
enough to have alarm'd the Convene, had they had any 
Notion that any belonging to it was abroad: But, to 
hinder her from repearing it, and unwillingto ſuffer her 
fo continue longer in the Fright ſhe was in, he threw 
himſelf on his Knees, and bathing the Hand he graſp'd 
with a Stream of Tears, Hold, Madam, hold, faid he, 
this is not the Poſture of a Ruffian: I come not to 
alarm your Breaſt with Fears, but to move Pity 
there: —'Tis Pity only, the adoring Beaucdair asks; 
and that is what, indeed, his ies may claim. 
Beauclair! ſaid ſhe, furpriz'd beyond Rxpreſſion, bur. 
perhaps not altogether ſo much diſpleas d as afterwards 
ſhe feign'd to be. Yes, Madam, reſum d he, the de- 
ſpairing, dying, bur ſtill adoring Beauclair entreats you 
but to hear what paſt Appearances of Reaſon urg d 
him to ſeem fo careleſs of his Happineſs, and raſſily 
treſpaſs againſt Heaven and you; and, if you hear, 
ou will, I hope, forgive. By what has already 
en {aid of the Paſſion of Mortamour, the Reader 
may be better able to judge the Conflict ſhe endur d, 
than I am to deſcribe it; but reſolving to keep up 
her Reſentment, and give no room for him to 
imagine there was a Poſſibility of renewing in her 
again thoſe ſoft Emotions he once had the power of 
inſpiring her with; I am ſorry, Monfieur, anſwer'd 
ſhe, (with an Accent which had nothing in it of 
Tenderneſs) that you ſhould have given your {elf a 
Trouble wholly unneceſſary: Where there's no Wrong, 
there needs no 1 I have profited tov 
much by your Change of Humour, to be offended at 
It :—— Thoſe Vows which your Inconftancy releas d 
ene wilf our be” paid A Tiller Oe: 
5 War 


—. 


r K — = — — — — IL 
= = —— = \ =_ =_ - — — = = — 
r Ro ag amy 7 1 —_— —— — 

—— —— — ——— G—:ÜÄò—— — — — - - — — he — 2 2 = _ \ _ * 2 
N — * 
. — - — — — - — — * 
- — 


232 The Injur d Husband: or, 
What you deſpis d, Heaven will, I hope, accept: 

d 2 I arrive at the 7 perfect Ld 
pineſs here: How ought I then to bleſs the ear 
Knowledge of your wavering Nature? — to 

you for your quick-difcover'd Baſeneſs, that I in 
time might fly, and ſcorn your faithleſs Sex? It 
was not ſo much the Words, as the Manner in which 
they were ſpoke, which ſeiz d the Soul of him they 
were addreis'd to with Horrors he had never known 
before: Not the paſt torturing Pangs of her imagin'd 
Falſhood, nor the enſuing Terrors of Remorſe for 
his own Guilt, were ſo dreadful as the preſent 
Racks. Amidſt the doubtful Gloom ſome inter- 
mingling Beams of Hope had ſtill dawn'd o'er his 
Wiſhes, chearing Expectance with Promiſes of a fu- 
ture Day: But all was Darkneſs now! — all black 
Deſpair * The fix d Coldneſs, the unmov'd-Conſtancy 
which every Word and Look, and the whole Air of 
Montamour denoted, now made him but too ſure ſhe 
was inevitably loſt !— Nor did the Remembrance of 
the Fault he had been guilty of, permit him even 
the {ee Comfort of complaining of her Severity! A 
vrhile he gaz'd upon her with ſuch inward tumul- 


tuous Emotions, as depriv'd him of the Power of 
Speech, till perceiving ſhe was about to go out of 
the Grotto, and leave him in. the fame Manner ſhe 
had done before, he threw himſelf on his Knees, by 
Force retaining her, till he had recover'd himſelf 
enough to endeavour to perſuade. All that the ten- 
dereſt Love, the fierceſt Wiſhes, the moſt bleeding, 
burning Paſſion,, made deſperate and raging, can. 
inflict, was. to- the Life demonſtrated in all his. 
Words and Actions: His trembling Limbs, his, 
wild diſtracted Looks, his faultering Speech, his un- 
conneRed Expreſſions, diſplay'd the Deity in his full. 
genuine Force; unſhadow'd, undiſguis d with any+ 
of thoſe pageant Arts of pompous Eloquence, which: 
oft adorn a counterfeited Flame, but are forgot and. 
loſt amidſt the Ardours of a true Affection. Oh!. 
would the unwary Fair, when. thus. addreſs'd, but 
2 | give: 
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give her Reaſon ſcope to judge, how eaſily might 
ſhe judge the real Lover, from the flattering Courtier; 
admire the Wit, but ſcorn the affected Paſſion of him 
who comes but to ſeduce and ruin her. But, indeed, 
there are ſo few of either Sex ſincerely touch'd with 
a noble and generous Deſire, that tis no Wonder 
they miſtake it in another: Deceit meets with De- 
ceit, and both are unconcern'd alike. 

Bur Montamour was vaſtly different, as was her 
Beauclair, from thoſe faſhionable Enamorato's : With 
Truth, with Tenderneſs, with Zeal ſhe lov'd; and 
tho' ſhe had all the Reaſon in the World for keeping 
up her Reſ:ntment, and had Strength enough of Re- 
ſolution to reſtrain the Fondneſs of her Paſſion from 
ſhewing it ſelf to one who had ſo greatly injur'd 
her, and whoſe Repentance ſhe thought too ſmall a 
Recompence; yet did her Soul pity the Agonies ſhe 
by her own, was too—— too ſenſible were unfeign'd 
and muſt her ſelf of conſequence ſuffer far greater. 
Paſſions of all kinds find Eaſe in the Diſcovery ; but 
ſmother'd Anguiſh preys on the very Vitals; the 
ſtifled Sighs recoil on the tormented Heart, and crack 
the Strings of Life: Vet perſiſting in her Coldneſs, 
and reſolving rather to die than recede from that In- 
difference ſhe had vow'd to wear for ever in her Be- 
haviour to him, all that his Tears, Entreaties, ago- 
nizing Groans could move her to, was to fit down, 
and liſten to all he had to ſay in Vindication of his 
late Proceedings; which was, to relate, in as brief a 
Manner as he could, the Deluſion of Da Lache, and 
the Artifices by which he had been brought to a Be- 
lief of her Inconſtancy. He kept back nothing of 
the Truth, but that which Honour forbad him to 
reveal, the Favours he had receiv'd from the Baroneſs, 
But Montamour, who was no Stranger to that Part 
of the Story, having patiently heard the reſt, and 
perceiving he had done, would not omit this Oppor- 
tunity of letting him know, not the moſt ſecret 
Tranſactions of his Guilt had been hid from her. 
You do well, Monficur, faid ſhe, to make a Repeti- 


— — 


234 The Injur d Husband: or, 
tion of every Thing which may ſeem to excuſe the 
ill Treatment you have given me, artfully concealing, 
while you relate the Accuſations laid on me, the 
Charms of my Rival, without which all the Sug- 
geſtions of a Villain, like Du Lache, had been ineffec- 
tual. O too ſeverely judg'd! interrupted the Soul -· 
tortur'd Beauclair: Be Witneſs for me, Heaven, and 
ſend down inſtant Puniſhments on my devoted Head, 
if I ſwerve in the leaſt Tittle from the Truth!— if 
e er my Soul conceiv'd one tender Thought, once 
form'd a Wiſh, or knew one ſoft Deſire, which cen- 
ter'd not in Montamons! if ſtill ſhe was not, even at 
the Time when moſt I fear'd ſhe ſcorn d me, the only 
deareſt Object of my Thoughts by Day, and Dreams 


by Night! — if even her Anger, killing as it is, 


wears not more Charms to me, than all the endearing 
Smiles of her whole Sex beſides! — if in this dreadful 
Moment, this cruel Now, when all my Tears, my 
Prayers, my Sorrow and Repentance, my inward 
Agonies, the ſpeechleſs Torments of my poor rend- 
ing, bleeding, breaking Heart, cannot obtain one pity- 


_ Ing Glance, one kind commiſerating Word, ſhe 


not. dearer to me than Life, and all the gay Delights 
this World can give!—and if it be not greater Plea- 
fure here to expire before her, than live whole Ages 
in a Queen's Embraces, may all the Curſes due to 
Perfidy fall heavy on me! He would have proceeded, 
but ſhe prevented him : Hold, faid ſhe, forbear theſe 
Imprecations: I believe you once did love me, nay, 


Jam of opinion you have reſum'd that Tenderneſs 


you had for a Time thrown off; but (continu'd ſhe, 
with a Smile which had in it more of Diſdain than 
Satisfaction) while you imagin'd me falſe, it was 
but reaſonable you ſhould ſeek ſome Conſolation; and 
where ſo probable to find it as in the Arms of a Wo- 
man fo every way qualified, and fo deſirous to pleaſe, 
as the Baroneſs de Tortillee? The diforder'd Lover 
hung down his Head, utterly unable ro make an 
Reply to theſe cutting Words: He was too open 
and crab. his Nature, to be guilty in denying tht 

; it 
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it was really his deſire of forgetting Montamour, 
which had induc'd him to viÞ the Baroneſs, and to 
confeſs it, he thought, would be an aggravation of 
his Crime. Ar laſt, O Madam! reſum'd he, the Opi- 
nion 1 was enſnar'd into of your unkindneſs drove 
me mad, I knew not what I did: But of this one 
thing Iam ſure, and of that alone, that I have never 
— to love you; — and whatever 0 IN may 
be againſt me, my Heart could never be but yours ! 

Notwithſtanding all that prodigious preſence of Mind 
which Montamour was Miſtreſs of, and che Reſent- 
ment with which ſhe had arm'd herſelf, as ſoon as 
ſhe ſaw Beauclair was near her, ſhe began to find it 
now impoſſible much · longer to preſerve it in his 
preſence; and looking on the ſecret pleaſure which, 
in ſpite of her Indignation, ſhe felt in entertaining 
him, as a fin to Prudence, and the Reſolution ſhe 
had made of forgetting him, muſter'd up all the re- 
mains of Anger, in her Heart, to inſpire her with 
all Means of baniſhing him for ever; and taking the 
advantage of his laſt Words, One would, indeed, 
(gd ſhe, with a Voice full of auſterity) believe that 
you knew not what you did, or ſure he who has ſo 
publickly avow'd himſelf the Lover of the Baroneſs 
de Tortillze, would never after that imagine his Pre- 
tenſions were capable of creating in Montamour any 
other Paſſion than Diſdain and Hatred: I ſhould 
have an averſion to my ſelf, (added ſhe, after a little 
pauſe) if I could think, any Action of mine has ever 
given you leave to judge ſo meanly of me, as to 
make you hope there could be an atonement for In- 
juries like thoſe you've offer d me: —No, Beauclair. 
no; I am not twice to be d<ceiv'd ! — Nor, had I 
the moſt undeniable Aſſurances that you lov'd even 
more than you would perfuade me that you do; 
nay, were I weak enough to feel for your return 
ot Paſſion, the ſame ſoft Emotions which heav'd my 
credulous- Heart when firſt I liſten'd to your Vows, 
not to preſer ve your Life. my own, or the eter» 


nal Pcace of both, would I forgive, or eder conſent 
9 to 
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to ſee you more. As ſoon as ſhe had done ſpeaking, 
ſhe turn'd away, reſolving to give him no farther 
Opportunity of Converſation; and it was but for a 
very few Moments that he had power, either by Per- 
ſuaſion or Force, to detain her; for perceiving his 
Deſpair made him have recourſe to the latter, ſhe 
ſtarted from his Arms with an uncounterfeited Fu- 
ry, vowing, that if he preſum'd to hold, or follow 


her, ſhe would alarm the Convent with her cries, 


and expoſe him to all the Puniſhments of the Eccle- 
ſiaſtick Juſtice. This laſt Threat would have availd 


but little, if the fierceneſs of the fair Menacer had 


not diſarm'd him of all that boldneſs, which is in 
ſome Caſes a neceſſary Qualification to make a Lover 
Maſter of his Wiſhes. He had not Courage to offend 
her more: — All that _— of Thought, —that 
energy of Soul, which deſpiſes Oppoſition, and tri- 
umphs over the moſt ſtrict reſervedneſs of the de- 
nying Charmer, was now utterly extinguiſh'd in 
him: —He ſuffer'd her to depart; — he ſaw her go 
and while his ſtraining Eyes purſu'd her till the ex- 
cluſive Walls depriv'd him of that Bleſſing, his ener- 
vate Limbs refus'd to bear him after her! —Senſeleſs 
and motionlefs he ſtood! —chill Horror invaded every 
Faculty, and even Deſire was froze! Had he regarded 
her with leſs Purity and Reſpect, he had perhaps ſuc- 
ceeded better; but Love has ever this Incongruity in 
its Effects, That the more violent it is, the leſs it is 
capable of ſerving itſelf. 

It muſt be a Pen infinitely more capable of De- 
ſcription than mine, which could repreſent the true 
ſtate of his Condition: When left alone, all that 
Deſpair, and Rage, and Grief, heighten'd by a con- 
ſciouſneſs of Guilt, and juſtly meriting every thing he 
ſuffer d, cou'd inflict, was his. He thought it now 
altogether vain, ever to attempt her more; he gave 
himſelf up wholly to Diſtraction, and Life or Death 


were become Things indifferent to him —The Morn- 


ing found him in this wretched Circumſtance; — 


The Sun, whoſe chearing Beams drive all the * 
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and Vapours far away, diſpell'd not his; odious and 
hateful to himſelf, he curs'd the Day, and wiſh'd eter- 
nal darkneſs. In this wild hurry of confus'd E- 
motions, he neither conſider d where he was, nor 
the d of being diſcover'd to have been there 
all Night: He attempted not to Px. nor ſo much 
as once thought of it; and i of concealing 
himſelf _— the Buſhes; till the Workmen comin 
might give. him an opportunity of mingling wit 
them, as twice before he had done, he now lay flat 
on his Face in an open Alley of the Garden, where 
he was not only viſible to his Fellow-Labourers, but 
alſo would have bcen ſo to the whole Convent, if 
by chance any of them had look'd through the Win- 
dows. It muſt certainly have been pleaſant enough 
to have ſeen (though the repetition would afford but 
little matter of Diverſion) the Aſtoniſhment and ya- 
rious Conjectures theſe Fellows put on their finding 
him in that Place and Poſture: Some would have it 
that he was a Thief, and had lain there with an in- 
tent to rob the Monaſtery; others, that having been 
guilty of ſome notorious Crime, he had been order'd 
to run ſo great a Danger by way of Penance; but 
the moſt good - natur d among them, obſerving the 
Diſorder of his Looks and Words, (for he was little 
prepar'd for Excuſes) imagin'd he had been ſeiz d 
with a ſudden Fit of the Falling-Sickneſs, or Apo- 
oy: The Maſter himſelf was of this Opinion ; and 
appening to be of a Diſpoſition leſs inclining to 
create Diſturbances than the generality of his Station, 
who are for the moſt part greatly delighted with 
Noiſe and Confuſion of what kind ſoever, contented 
himſelf with diſcharging him from his Service, 
without giving any notice of what had happen'd to 
the Abbeſs, or any of the Nuns. One thing in this 
paſſage I cannot ler lip without obſerving ; which is, 
That among the many different Conjectures which 
had been form'd on the Diſcovery that a Man had 
dared to conceal himſelf all Night in that forbidden 
Ground, there was not one who imputed it to the 
true 
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ttue Cauſe; which proves how little People of ſuch 
low Capacities are able to entertain any juſt Notions 
of that tender Paſſion; and how impoſſible it is for 
any but a Lover to conceive the force of Love, and 
to what = it will tranſport the Votary inſpir d 
with an unfcign'd Ardour. Citi aſide Reflec- 
tions, which the ſenfible Reader need not to be put 
in mind of, though our unfortunate Lover came off 
much better from this Adventure than he could have 
expected, had he conſider d it all; yet the loſing his 
erg was the utter loſs of all Opportunity ever 
to try his Fortune there again, if it had been poſſible 
for him to have recover d Courage ſufficient to at- 
tempt it, He was now oblig'd to leave her to the 
performance of her Vow ; but with what a Tem- 
| of Mind, and how accompany'd, he return'd to 
Paris, thoſe only who have ever been acquainted with 
the Furies of Deſpair, Remorſe, and a too- late Repen- 
tance, can imagine. YI 
While Affairs were in this melancholy Poſition 
between the Lovers, thoſe who had been the Occa- 
fion of their Misfortunes were in a Condition much 
worſe, though infinitely leſs deferving Compaſſion. 
The Hour was now come, in which the wicked Ba- 
roneſs, and her Inſtruments of Miſchief, were to prove, 
that. Crimes, like theirs, however triumphant for a 
while, will not always eſcape the cognizance of 
avenging Heaven. One Evening as ſhe was fitting in 
her Slofer, accompany'd only by Du Lache, who, 
for the Reaſons before-mention'd, was ftill in her 
Houſe, they heard a loud knocking at the Gate, and 
immediately after, the Noiſe of feveral Perſons com- 
ing haſtily up Stairs: The impatient Expectation 
they were both in for the return of Toncarr and Le 
Songe, made them perfectly believe it was they; 
whoſe haſte to report the joyful Tidings they had 
brought, had made them ſtand on ſo little Ceremony: 
But what was their Aſtoniſhment and Horror, when 
Harriot, who knew pretty well her Lady's Diſpoſi- 
tion, tho”, perhaps, not let into the depth of IS 


The Miſtaken Reſentment: 239 


ſigns, came running into the Room breathleſs and 
frighted out of her Wits, crying, O Madam, my 
Lord! — She bad time for no more: The Baron, 
follow'd by ſeveral Gentlemen, was eloſe behind her, 
imagining by her hurry his Wite might be there, and, 
probably, not without a thought he ſhould find ſame 
with her whom his preſence would alarm. But he 
was deceiv'd in this laſt Conjecture; for Du Lache, 
on the firſt. appearance of Harriet, the Terror he 
aw in her Countenance, and the Words ſhe 
was apprehenſive of the Truth, concluded him ſelf be- 
tray d, though he had no leiſure to reflect by what 
Means; and agirated at once with Guilt, and Shame, 
and Fear, the Villain's Curſe, he flew backward tothe 

rote&ion of a Skreen which happen'd to be there, 

hind which there was a Door that open'd to a 
little Gallery, whence, in the preſent Coofuſton, he 
ealily eſcap d without being ſeen, at leaſt by any wha 
would offer to detain him, But not the prodigious 


Surprize the Baroneſs mult be in at ſeeing before her 


the Perſon ſhe believ'd had been deſtroyed ; not all 
the Terrors which ſeiz d her guilty Soul at the fight 
of him ſhe had ſo highly injur'd, and in whoſe Eyes 
ſhe read her doom, had power to deprive herof t 

Artifice which had ſo often ſecured her from Diſco» 
very, and might even now have ſtood her Friend, 
had the Proofs againſt her been ſuch as would have 
admitted of the ſmalleſt ſcruple : With Tears of Joy 
ſhe ſcem'd to welcome her long abſent Husband ; — 
ſhe flew into his Arms, hung on his Neck, and faint- 
ed on his Breaſt with an admirably well- acted Tranſ- 
port of extravagant Affection; with ſuch ftre- 
nuous Embraces did ſhe preſs him, that it was as much 
as he could do to diſengage himſelt; but when he 
had; Spare yourſelf, Madam, faid he, turning his 
head from her, ſpare yourſelf the pains, and me the 
ſhock of remembring there can be ſuch monſtrous 
vs © — in the barry ! —You ſee = 8 
the Daggers you employ d againſt me; and you might, 
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methinks, imagine I now know too much to be 
2 to your — as * What means 
m ? interru ſhe: I employ Daggers! © 
— what Fiend haſt thou — * to accuſe 
me, and turn the once- fond Heart of my dear Lord 
to ſuch unheard, unthoughr of Cruelty ? — Tis all, 
tis all in vain, reſum'd the diſordered Baron, and 
twould become you better of the to to avow your 
hate, and ſay I was unworthy of your Bed, than 
poorly thus ro-counterfeit a Tenderneſs, and deny a 
Guilt which all theſe here (continued he, pointing to 
the Gentlemen who were with him) know as well 
as I. —Bur to leave you no ſhadow of an Excuſe, I 
will inform you that it is by your own Emiſſaries 
you are betray'd ; ——and when I repeat the Names 
of Toncarr and Le Songe, thoſe deſign'd Murderers,— 
thoſe pretended Servants, ſent by yourſelf, an recom- 
mended by you, Shame, ſure, will ſtop your mouth! 
The Amazement ſhe put on at theſe Words, and the 

Aſſeverations ſhe made uſe of, that ſhe was entirel 
ignorant of what he meant, and that ſhe knew thots 
Men he mentioned for no other than what ſhe ſent 
them for, honeſt and diligent Attendants, was to no 
urpoſe to make her 1 leſs vile; and the Diſtur- 
nce of Soul which the Baron was in, damping the 
wer of expreſſing himſelf in as clear Terms as he 
would have done, one of his Friends took upon him 
to addreſs the Lady in this manner: Madam, ſaid he, 
I fear all that you can ſay, or do, will be ineffectual to 
wipe off the Odium of an Accuſation, which ſo many 
Circumſtances concur to make appear but too juſt: — 
The unhappy Delirium, which this much-wrong'd 
Gentleman long labour'd under, is evident, from the 
manner in which he was ſeiz d; the Teſtimony of 
the Phyſician who reſtored him, and ſeveral others 
of the Learned that have been conſulted in it, that 
it proceeded from ſomething that had been given him, 
and not from any natural Diſorder; ——then your 
Behaviour, while he languiſh'd under that Misfortune, 
das been, I'm ſorry to ſay it, ſo contrary to —_ 
c 
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that of a Wife ſhou'd be, that it gives foul Suſpicions 
"was by your means he ſwallow'd the Occation of 
his Diſtemper : — But for this laſt, this yet more mon- 
ſtrous Contrivance, to murder him, both Toncary and 
Le Songe have confeſs'd it was from the Baroneſs they 
were to receive that vaſt Reward Du Lache had pro- 
misd them. *Tis impoſſible to repreſent the Rage 
ſhe flew- into at theſe Words, or the Imprecations 
ſhe made that every Article of this Accuſation was 
falſe ; but the Baron now, too-well convinc'd, grows 


ing impatient at her Obſtinacy, wou'd nor ſuffer her 


to ſpeak much ; and the Gentleman who had began 
to diſcourſe her on this Occaſion, reſum'd. it in theſe, 
or the like Words : Where Proofs are plain, faid 
he, Denial but adds to the Crime, and July 2g" 
gravates the Perſon injur'd. Your Caſe would be in- 
finitely more worthy Commiſeration, if touch'd with 
a due Senſe of the Wrongs you have done the beſt 
of Husbands, you freely did acknowledge it, and in 
that Acknowledgment make known for whoſe 
Sake, and by whoſe Artifices, you had been en- 
ſnared to forget all the Ties of Virtue, Ilonour, and 
Gratitude, that we.might take Revenge on the De- 
ceiver, ſuch as his generous Heart, which burns 
with unextinguiſhable Love, can ne er inflict on you. 
The Baroneſs was not more diſtracted at what ſhe 
had ſeen and heard, than perplex'd by what Means 
it came about that her Deligns were diſcover'd ; ſhe 
cou'd not think that either Toncary or Le Songe, 
ſtaunch and experienc'd Villains, ſhould, all of a 
ſudden, feel Remorſe, much leſs believe that they 
ſhou'd, from any imagin'd Intereſt to themſelves, 
betray her ; fince, from obliging her, a thouſand Ad- 
vantages were likely to accrue, which Men of their 
Principles could never hope for from the Barons 
Virtue; and being deſirous to know the certainty, 
Oh! *risI alone am wrong'd ! faid ſhe: Thoſe Wretches 
have been ſet on by ſome ſecret Enemy of the Ba- 
ron's, whom ro skreen from Juſtice, they throw the 
black aſperſion of his Crimes on me! Unhappy. 
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guiltleſs me! No, Madam, anſwer'd he, they werg 
but too faithful ro the Truſt repos'd in them: 
Your noble Husband eſcap'd the horrid Aſſaſſination 
by an Accident almoſt miraculous, in which, thank 
Heaven, 'twas my good fortune to be inſtrumental. 
Chancing to ride that way, I aw thoſe Wretches, 
with deteſted hands, about to plunge their cruel. 
Swords in his defenceleſs Breaſt; I ruſl'd between, 
with timely Aid preſcrv'd him from their Treachery, 
and, with the aſſiſtance of my Servants, bound and 
pinion'd them, having firſt, by threats of inſtant 
death, extorted from their Mouths an Account of 
what they -were, and how encourag'd to this vile 


Attempt. —They now are in Paris, in cuſtody of the 


Officers of Juſtice, in whoſe 3 they have 
been oblig'd to make Oath of what before they had 
declared: They {till ſtick firm to what they alledg'd 
at firſt; and I lament there is no room to hope m 

Friend is leſs unhappy than he thinks himſelf in his 
fair Wife's uakindneſs. All the Courage which this 
unexpected turn of Fortune had left the Baroneſs, 
forſoook her at theſe Words: She could not be aflur'd 


ſhe was convicted, without being as certain ſhe ſnou'd 


meet with the Puniſhment which her - Crime de- 


ſery'd; All her Policy forſook her; ſhe no longer had 
the power of diſſembling; nor durſt lift up her Eyes 


to him ſhe knew wrong'd beyond a poſſibility of 
Forgiveneſs, Streams of unfeigned Tears now 
trickled down her Cheeks ; 
diſorder d Breaſt ; and if ſhe felt not a true Repenrance 


for her Guilt, ſhe did a ſevere Regret for the Condi- 


tion it had reduc'd her to. The Baron, fully acquaint- 
ed with her Unworthineſs, and ſenſible of his own 
too great Good · nature, dared not truſt himſelf to look 
upon her long, leſt his relenting Heart ſhould pardon 
all, and be again deluded ; but turning to the Gentle- 
men who had accompany'd him,Come, worthy Friends, 


aid he, we trifle time with this ungrateful Woman; 


it yet remains to bring to Juſtice the chief Agent of 
ber Crimes; — For her, it Conſcience, by repeated 
| Crimes, 


real Sighs heav'd her. 
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Crimes, be not quite loſt, and ſtifled in her Soul, twill 
find a Voice to ſpeak, and to upbraid, open the mon- 
ſtrous Legend of her Actions, and with the black 
Remora's drive her mad. He went out of the Cham- 
ber with theſe Words, which were the laſt ſhe ever 
heard him fpeak; for tho, when ſhe had a little re- 
cover'd herſelf, ſhe ſent a thouſand times to beg a, 
Moment's Audience, he never cou'd be prevail'd upon 
to grant it, or to ſee her more. | 
After they had left her, Du Lache was ſought 
thro every Room in the Houſe; for the Baron Was 
reſently inform'd by ſome of the Servants, that he 
had been there conceal'd. But that Villain was, b 
this time, — their reach z and tho? there was Ki 
imaginable Diligence made uſe of to diſcover where 
he was, yet many days paſsd over without being 
able to-give the leaſt Account of him. By this 
means the Trials of Le Songe and Toncarr were de- 
lay'd, the Baron thinking it neceſſary to have both 
the Accuſers impeach'd Face to Face. They were 
kept in cloſe Priſon however, and the Baroneſs con- 
fined to her Chamber, without ſo much as Harrior, 
= any Servant ſhe had ever {cen before, to attend 
er. : 
If in the Baron's Soul there was the leaſt Spark of 
Tenderneſs remaining for his perfidious Wife, he 


ſoon met with what was ſufficient to extinguiſh it; 


when looking over the Accounts of his Eſtate, and 
ſeeing, under her own hand to his Banker and Steward. 
the exorbitant Demands ſhe had made on them, he 
found, that in three years, the term of their being 
together, ſhe had conſum'd more ready Money, (for 
he was immenſely rich) than would have ſupported 
the Retinue of the firſt Prince of the Blood for twice 
as long: Bills, alſo, for Debts ſhe had contracted, 
were hourly brought him for Expences of ſo ſuper- 
fluous and luxurious a fort, that his Amazement at 
an Extravagance ſo unbounded, ſo unexampled, was 
almoſt equal to his Chagrin at being oblig'd to diſ- 
charge them. Beſides, as it is the way of the'World 
. L 2 | to 
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to expoſe in their worſt Colours the Vices of a per- 
fon in Diſgracc, his Ears were continually teiz'd with 
ſome new Account of her ill Conduct; and though 
it was ſcarce poſſible to report her more vile than ſhe 
really was,'tis certain there was nothing of the Truth 
omitted. ; 

The dejected Beauclair was, perhaps, the only 
Perſon in Town whom this Adventure had not 
reach'd ; his Soul was too much taken up in the 
Contemplation of his own Misfortunes, to liſten to 
thoſe of another. As ſoon as he return'd to Paris, 
and had got to his Lodgiags, he threw himſelf into 
Bed, from which none of his Servants (who were 
entirely ignorant what it was that diſorder'd him, 
or where he had been) could prevail on him to riſe, 
or to admit the Viſits of any of his Acquaintance. 
A young Chevalier coming to lodge in the ſame 
Houſe, expreſs'd a prodigious Concern when he was 
told his Neighbour's melancholy Condition: He 
ſent to entreat the liberty of viſiting him, but was 
refus d; till one day, happening to ſee a Servant 
going in with ſomething his Maſter wanted, he 
took that Opportunity (which probably he had watch- 
ed for) to beg chat Favour himſelf. It was not in 
the power of any Misfortune ro make Beauclair for- 
get that Gentleman-like complaiſant Behaviour which 
render'd his Converſation as charming to the Women, 
as the Soundneſs of his Judgment, and almoſt an uni- 
verſal Knowledge of every beneficial Study, made 
it eſteem d and coveted by the Men, and could not 
avoid doing the Civility of his Chamber, when one, 
who appear d ſo much a Gentleman, deſir'd to be 
admitted. Belide, there was ſomething io engaging 
in the Air and Mien of this young Chevalier, which, 
whether he would or no, attracted his Admiration : 
He grew immediately charm'd with him wichout 
knowing that he was ſo; and began to find a plea- 
ure in converſing with him, ſuch as had been a 
Stranger to his Soul, ſince his breaking off with 
Montamonur., He tancy'd, indecd, he found ſome - 
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thing in his Features, and the Accent of his Voice, 
ſo much reſembling that Lady's, that had it ſeem'd 
poſſible, he ſhou'd have believ'd it her: But that was 
a vain and ſoon- rejected Thought! — she was far 
ſhut up within a Monaſtery : Tho? had 
ſhe been near, and at Liberty, there was little likeli- 
hood that ſhe, who would not by all his Entreaties 
be won to grant him one Moment's willing Audi- 
ence, when he had riſqu'd ſuch imminent Dangers 
to obtain it, ſhou'd come, of her own accord, to 
ſeek him, at his own Lodgings, and in a Garb ſa 
much unſuitable to her Nicety and Reſerve. Be- 
fides, the Chevalier had darker Hair, a far leſs deli- 
cate Complexion, and a certain Boldneſs in his Look, 
becoming enough in one of his Sex, but vaſtly dif- 
ferent from that modeſt Mildneſs he had always ſeen 
in her's. The bare Imagination, however, that there 
was a likeneſs, tho' never ſo ſmall a one, was ſuffi- 
cient to make him valuable: He was fo far from 
being chagrin'd at the Intruſion, that he became 2 
Petitioner for the ſame Favour the next day; and the 
other was too well ſatisfied in entertaining him, not 
to comply with his Requeſt: There ſoon grew an 
intimacy between them, which ſeem'd rather the 
Conſequence of many Years Acquaintance, than a 
few Dag. Tis very difficult for the Tongue to for- 
bear ſpeaking ſomerhing of what the Soul is full of: 
The deſpairing Beauclair, wholly taken up with his 
Paſſion, could not fit ſo many hours with his new 
Friend, without revealing the whole Hiſtory of ir 
to him: —He let him into every Particular of his 
Tranſgreſſion, and Repentance for it; complain'd ot 
the uncommon Severity of Montamour, and entreated 
his Advice. Nor was he, while making this Reci- 
tal, agitated with more viotent Emotions than the 
Hearer of it appear'd to be: The young Vrayment 


(for ſo he call'd himſelf) diſcover'd he had a Heart 


render and ſuſceptible of Love's ſoft impreſſion: 
He covld nor liſten to ſome Paſſages, and reſtrain his 
Tears, nor ſuffer a Sigh from Beauclair to paſs un- 
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anſwer'd by one of his own: But when he found he 
was beginning to accuſe the Cruelty and unforgiving 


Temper of his Miſtreſs, he cou'd not forbear taking 


her part: Ah, Monſieur Beauclair! ſaid he, in ſpite 
of the pity due to what I ſee you ſuffer, and the 
Inclination I have to be of. your fide, "Juſtice now 
obliges me to engage in the Defence of one I know 
not, againſt him whoſe Friendſhip I proſeſs an Am- 
bition ro become worthy of: I cannot think the 
Proceedings of that Lady are in the leaſt to be con- 
demnan'd: Had ſhe acted otherwiſe, you might, indeed, 
have applauded the Effects of a Paſſion which made 
you Maſter of your Wiſhes ; but what muſt the 
diſintereſted part of the World have thought of her 
Behaviour? Wou'd not the Meanneſs of her Spirit, 
and her eaſy Fondneſs, have been the ſubje& of Ri- 
dicule ? By what yourſelf has faid, I find ſhe loves 
you, — loves you with a Tenderneſs, at leaſt, equal 
to your own;z—and, doubtieſs, when ſhe pronounc'd 
the Sentence of your eternal Baniſhment, felt Tor- 
ments greater than ſhe gave: But. there are ſome 
ſorts of Injuries which Honour cannot pardon; among 
which, I think, thoſe are ſhe has receiv'd from you. 
Yet, Heav'n, cry'd the half-diſtrated Beauclair, for- 
ives the penitent Offender. Yes, reſum'd the other; 


ut here the Caſe is widely different: The heavenly 


Mercy is accountable to nothing but itſelf ; but we 
poor Mortals, whoſe Actions are cenſured by each 
other, and ſcarce the beſt can ſcape Reflection, muſt 
be cautious, ever watchful how we tread that ſlip- 
pery Road, the World's Opinion ; for Reputation is 
10 nice a thing, ſo fincly wrought, fo liable to 
break, the leaſt falſe Step disjoints the beauteous 
Frame, and down we fink in endleſs Infamy.—— 
Conlider, added he, the Reaſons why Women are, 
by our Sakique Law, debarr'd from reigning ? Why, 
in all Nations of the Earth, excluded from publick- 
Management? Us'd but as Toys? Little immaterial 
Amuſements, to trifle away an hour of idle Time 


with? Is it not becauſe their Levity of Nature, — 
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weak Irteſolution, pleas d and diſpleasd oft at they 
know not what, and always in Extremes, makes 


them unfit for Counſel, for Secrecy, or Action? 
If one among them can tow'r above the Follies of 
her Sex, and awe her encroaching Paſſions with 
ſuperior Reaſon, we ſhould admire a Virtue ſo un- 
common. — And tho' the Freedom of my Speech 
ſhou'd loſe me the Honour of your Friendſhip, the 
Love I bear to Truth obliges me to ſay, that, in my 
Opinion, had Montamonr granted to your Inconſtancy 
that kind Reward its contrary had merited, - ſhe had 
proved the Lover, but not the Woman of Diſcretion, 
and had been guilty of an Injuſtice to herſelf, which 
I know not how ſhe wou'd have been able to account 
for. This Manner of arguing wou'd not, perhaps, 
have been very agreeable to Monſieur Beauclair, had 
it come from any other Mouth ; but nothing was 
unpardonable from this young Favourite: He had al- 
ready gain'd fo great an Aſcendant over him, that 
it was in his power to perſuade him almoſt to any 
Thing: Hurry'd by the Violence of his Deſpair, he 


had certainly had recourſe to ſome deſperate Remedy, 


to eaſe the preſent Anguiſh, had not the other's pru- 
dent Advice and philoſophical Reaſonings (which 
ſeem'd far above his Age) interpoſed to ſtay him: 
Whenever he found him more than ordinarily fad, he 
wou'd endeavour to divert his Griefs, or when he 
found him (as ſometimes he did) tranſported with 


| Exceſs of Paſſion, and appearing like one totally de- 


priv'd of Reaſon, he wou'd for a while give way to 
the Tempeſt of his Deſpair, then gently parly with 


the Fury, till by degrees he ſooth'd it to a Calm. 


Never Man, overwhelm'd like him in forrows, mer 
a Comforter fo kind, ſo induſtrious, and ſo artful in 
allaying them ; he look'd on him as his Guardian- 
Angel, ſent down from Heaven to ſoften his impe- 
tuous Paſſions, and reſtore his Peace. It was ſeldom 
they were aſunder, but whenever it happen'd fo, 
each ſcem'd to want the better half of himſelf; — 
They cat together, — drank together; and Beauclair 
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wou'd very fain have perſuaded him to take Part of 
his Bed: But the other excus'd himſelf from that. 
He told him. that having been guilty of ſome youth- 
ful Follies, the Church had forbad him, by way of 
Mortification, the Eaſe of repoſing in a Bed for 
a certain Tine: When Morning comes, ſaid he, I 
throw my ſelf upon it, and tumble the Clothes, to 
prevent the People of the Houſe from taking notice; 
but for many Nights have reſted on the Floor, 
Beauclair was himſelf too ſtrict an Obſerver of the 
Orders of the Church, to preſs him farther ; and theſe 
were the only Hours in which they were ſeparated. 
Neither of them had been abroad ſince they came to 
Paris; and Beauclair, ſomething more eaſy than he 
had been, began to think it a Piece of Ingratitude 
that he had not yet paid a Viſit to the Friendly Friar, 
by whoſe Inſtructions he had firſt gain d Admittance 
to Montamonr : He told Vrayment of it, and that he 
wou'd that Day paſs ſome Hours with him. The 
other ofter'd ro accompany him, if he approv'd of it; 
which nor being thought ar all improper, they both 
went to the Convent, where they were told, the 
Perſon they cnguir'd for was extremely ill, and unfit 
for Converſation. But Beauclair, whoſe Intimacy 
with him authoriz'd his Freedom, ran immediately 
ro his Cell, leaving the Chevalier to divert himſelf 
in the Cloiſter-Walks, till his Return. But how 

eat was his Aſtoniſhment, when after having paid 

is Civilities to the Friar, and turning his Eyes a 
little on one Side, he faw a Perſon fitting on the Bed 
by him, whom, in ſpite of the Darkneſs of the 
Place, he preſently knew to be D# Lache! All the 
Rage and Violence of Paſſion, which by the Arti- 
| fices of his agreeable Companion were a little huſh'd to 
Peace, return'd at the fight of this Villain: Scarce 
cou'd he reſtrain himſelf from facrificing him that 
Moment to his Reſentment. Villain! deteſted Mon- 
ſter, cry'd he, have I found thee! Comeſt thou - 
to ſcatter thy abhorr'd Practices among the Saints! — 
He took him by the Throat, with theſe Words, and 
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dragging him from the Bed, had his Sword half 
out; when the timorous Wretch, fearing to die, tho* 


unable to live, fell on his Knees, and begg'd him to 


forgive him; and the poor ſick Friar, ſtrangely 
alarm'd at what he faw and heard, cry'd out to him 
to forbear, and whatever his Injuries were, not to 
prophane that holy Place with Blood. — This Re- 
monſtrance a little brought Beaxclair to himſelf, and 
having begg'd his Pardon for giving him this Diſtur- 
bance, he rurn'd to Du Lache, Riſe, ſaid he, thou 
Unworthy of the Name of Man!—O Monſieur! 
interrupted he, (by this Time a little more aſſur'd,) 
for the Love of Heav'n do not quite undo me; — I 
am already as miſerable as your Wiſh can make me. 
do not betray me here, and my whole future Life 
ſhall be ſpent in an Endeavour to expiate the paſt. 
What new Deceit, reſum'd Beauclair, thou execra- 
ble Lyar, wou'dſt thou now impoſe upon me? — 
Permit me but a Moment's patient hearing, anſwer'd 
the other, and I will confeſs all I have done; — you 
ſhall be let into the whole Secret, which as yet it is 
impoſſible you can know without me. 

Tho' there was little of Truth to be expected from 
this Villain, yet Beauclair was willing to liſten te 
what he had to ſay; and pefceiving he would not 
declare himfelf before the Friar, went with him out 
of the Room. The Cloiſter-Walks were pretty full 
of Company. and they walk'd together into a little 
Field behind the Convent; where D Lache, as he had 
promis'd, related ro Beauclair every Particular of the 
Treaſons he had been guilty of both ro him and 
Mont amour. He told him alfo, that the Baron «de 
Tortillee, being perfectly recover'd of his Phrenzy was 
return'd to Paris, and incens'd againſt his Lady had 
taken care to deprive her of all thoſe Gallantries ſhe 
formerly had fo freely indulg'd in, by confining her 
to her Chamber; and that himſelf look d on as 4 

er ſon inſtrumental in her Amours, was proſecuted 
with his ſevereſt Reſentment; and that, on that ac» 
count, and the Misfortune of ſome Pebry, be had 
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been oblig d to abſcond, and concealing his Name 
in that of another, take ſhelter in this Convent, 
where the Charity of the Fathers was all his De- 
pendance. Tho Beauclair had been before wholly 
aſlur'd of the Innocence of Montamour, yet he cou 
not be inform'd of the Truth of thoſe Artifices by 
which he had been enſnar'd into a contrary Opinion, 
without lifting up his Eyes and Hands in token of 
Amazement; and tho' he knew nothing of the di- 
ſtracting Potion which had been given to the Baron, 
his intended Murder, nor a thouſand other helliſh 
Practices, yet he ſtood ſtruck. dumb with Wonder 
that there cou'd be three ſuch prodigious Villains in 
the World, as Da Lache, and his Confederates Toncarr 
end Le Songe. But while he was thus employ'd, an 
Accident happen d, which more than cver inform'd 
bim, how dangerous it was for a Man of Honour to 
be of the Acquaintance of ſych Wretches. 

Full of troubled Cogitations, the unhappy Baron 
avoided as much as poſſible all Society: His Misfor- 
tunes were publick, and he cou'd not ages any 
body look d on him without pity or deſpiſing that 
Weakneſs which had ſuffer'd him to fall into them. 
Chance, or his ill Genius, led him into that Field, at 
the very Hour, at the very Moment, that theſe two 
were in Conference. He immediately knew the Vil- 
lain he ſo long had ſought ; but the Sight of Beauclair 
fAll'd him with more violent Agitations: Ever ſince 
the Knowledge of his Wrongs, he had imagin'd this 
Gentleman was the prime Cauſe of them; nor was 
this Thought altogether oppoſite to Reaſon, conſider- 
ing the Manner in which he once had found him 
with his Wife; and now beholding him thus accom- 
xd was ſufficient to conſirm thoſe Conjectures.— 

ow allthe Injuries he had ſuſtain'd, his violated Ho- 


- 


nour, — his ruin'd Fortune, — his Madneſs, — his 
intended Murder, all at once preſented themſelves to 
his Remembrance! — and fatally tranſported with 
Exceſs of Rage, hedrew his Sword, and flew on the 
aſtoniſh'd Beauclair, giving him no other Warning 
. * of 
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of the Danger which he threaten'd, than that Action- 
It was indeed ſufficient to make him ſtand upon his 
Guard; but being defirous to know on what ac- 


count, or by whom he was ſo challeng'd, (for, in 


his preſent ſurprize, he ſaw not that it was the Ba- 
ron) he ſtepp'd two or three Steps back, and was 
opening his Mouth to enquire the cauſe of ſo unex- 
peed a Salutation ; when the other, ſtill advancing, 
cry'd out to him to ſtay : Recoil not, baſe, unworthy 
Man! diſhonourable, Beauclair! ſaid he; but if you 
are not Coward too, as well as Villain, defend the 
Wrongs you have done me with the fame boldneſs 


as you acted them. Ha! reply'd Beauclair, _ 


provok'd, and who art thou who dar'ſt to join ſuc 

Language with the Name of Beauclair ? — Is it poſ- 
ſible, (continu'd he, looking more earneſtly on him) 
that the Baron de Tortillée ſhould fo forget himſelf ? 
'Tis chou, reſum'd the imparient Baron, that haſt for- 
got thy Virtue, — debaſed the Honour of thy noble 
Family, — and render'd thyſelf a Companion of Pan- 
ders, Vagabonds, and Rufhans ! 
Time : — This Woman's War of Words is not for 
Men, who ought to hate like us! As much addicted 


to Paſſion as Beauclair naturally was, he would, if 


poſſible, have avoided this Combat ; bur the other 
reſolving to afford no longer parley, preſsd on him 
ſo hard, that he was oblig'd to make uſe of his beſt 
Skill for his Defence. Du Lache had all this while 
his Sword out too, not with a Deſign to prevent 
them from doing each other a Miſchief, but to take 
part with which-ever was like to be the Conqueror- 
The Baron, whether it was that he was leſs expert, 
or that, tranſported by his Fury, he ruſh'd too ca- 
gerly of his Antagoniſt, is uncertain ; but Beauelair 

ad the good fortune to diſarm him at the third Paſs. 
Sufficient!'y fatisfied with this Advantage, and re- 
joic'd this Adventure had terminated in no worſe 
a Cataſtrophe, he was preparing to redeliver him bis 
Sword, with all complaiſant and fincere Inclinations 


imaginable for a thorough Reconciliatign, when the 


But we trifle . 
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miſchievous Stander-by Rav'd him in the Back with. 
do accurs'd a Force, that the unhappy Gentleman fell 
with the Wound, and ſpoke, nor breath'd no more. 
Thus ended a Life, which, if not blemiſh'd by a too 

eat Affection for the moſt vile of Women, might 

ave been long and happy. Beauclair, ſtruck motionleſs 
with ſudden horror at a Deed ſo monſtrous. ſeem'd 
like one transfix'd with Thunder; and before he could 
recolle& himſelf enough for Speech, or the Murderer 
could determine what way wou'd afford moſt Secu- 
rity for his Eſcape, they were encompaſſed by a 
Croud of People which the Cries of the Chevalier 
PFrayment had drawn together. That young Spark 
having ſeen Beauclair and Du Lache (whom he very 
well knew) go haſtily croſs the Walks, he follow'd 
them into the Field apprehenſive that they were 
gone thither on no friendly purpoſe. He obſerv'd 
their Behaviour at a diſtance, till the approach of the 
Baron; and the manner in which he accoſted Beau- 
elair, made him reſolve to truſt nothing to Fortune, 
bur timely endeavour to hinder whatever Conſe- 
quences either Rage or Treachery might attempt ; 

et fearful to leave them while he ran for Help, he 
Lethought him of calling to ſome Men whom he 
ſaw cleaning the Way on the other fide of the Wall 
which encompaſſed the Field he was in. They pre- 
ſeutly reſounded the Cry of Murder, which echoing 
from one to the other, gather'd Numbers immedi- 
ately, which, tho' they had a good way to come 


round, were at the heeis of Vrayment when he got 


to the fatal Scene. Du Lache, when they came near, 


was looking wildly round, as tho? diſtracted with the 


Horrors of his Guilt, his Sword lying on the Grais, 
duyed to the Hilt with Blood; Beauclair with boch 
the Swords ſtill in his Hand, his Head a little re- 
clin'd, and ſtooping over the dead Body, which was 
fallen juſt at his Feet: The Sight of Vrayment, and 
the Noiſe of thoſe that follow'd, rous'd him from 
his Lethargy, and he preſently cry'd, O my Friend! 
behold this dreadful Object! — Then turn your Eyes 
on 


on that conſummate Fiend, (whom yet you know 
not; but by my Deſcription, ) the curs d Du Lache. Be- 
fore the Perſon to whom theſe Words were addrefs'd 
cou'd make any Reply, a robuſt Fellow bawl'd out, 
A dreadful Murder indeed, my Maſters! but tis hard 
to know which of theſe two, or whether both, are 
guilty of it. *Tis true, {aid another ; therefore 
let us carry them bath away to the Officers of 
Juſtice. Ay, ay, hollow'd out the whole Croud, away 
with them both. It wou'd have been but to little 
purpoſe to have argued with the Multitude, had they 
endeavour'd it: But Beauclair was willing to 50. that 
the murd'rous Dx Lache might receive the due Re- 
ward of all his Crimes; nor did that Wretch ſeem 
now ſo timorous as might have been expected from 
his cowardly Diſpoſition : he fed himſelf with a ſe- 
cret Hope, that he might be able by his Inſinuations 
to make Beauclair appear at leaſt a Party concern'd, 
if not a chief Inſtrument of the Baron's Death; which 
if he cou'd once bring to be believ'd, the Seatence 
muſt be the ſame on both: and then he doubted not 
but that Gentleman had Intereſt enough to procure 
a Pardon, which muſt, where the Guilt was equal, 
extend to one as well as the other. The Chevalier 
was not at all diſſatisfied, as not doubting but the 


not 


bloody Sword of Du Lache, and his own Evidence, 
who ſaw the Murder, wou'd be ſufficient to clear 


Beauclair immediately; but he found himſelf miſta- 
ken. The known Amour which he had had with 
the Wife of the Deceas'd, and the Intimacy which 
had been taken notice of between him and the 
Murderer, went a great way to make him appear 
uilty of conſenting to his Death: But nothing cou'd 
derermin'd till the Tryal, which was order'd ſhou'd 
be in a few Days; and, in the mean time, both 
were ſent to Priſon, ncither being allow'd the Pri- 
vilege of Bail. 


Vrayment appear'd much more concern'd than 


Beau: 'air was tor himſelf, and omitted nothing du- 
ring the Time of his Conſinement, which coud be 
ex 
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expected from the moſt zealous Friendſhip: - He went 


to all his Acquaintance, to engage them to appear in 
' his Behalf on the Day refixd f A 


or the Tryal: But 
tho? many did, and his Character was ſuch, as cou d 
give no one leave to imagine he cou'd be guilty of a 
Baſeneſs, ſuch as he was call'd in queſtion for, yet 
the Baron's Relations were ſo vigorous in their Pro- 
ſecution, that in ſpite of all Vrayment (who faw the 
whole TranſaQion,) cou'd ſay, the Court began to 
think it wou'd be very difficult to acquit him. The 
Baroneſs having, by Toncarr and Le Songe, been accu- 


ſed of a Deſign to murder her Husband, was alſo ſum- 


mond to appear; and Du Lache having found Means 
to ſend to her while he was in Priſon, let her know 
the only way for their common Safety was to aceuſe 
Beauclair. She did it, to his Face, with an Aſſurance 


- fuch as ſure no Woman but herſelf cou'd ever boaſt; 


and to make her Evidence bear the greater Appear- 
ance of Truth, with counterfeited Bluſhes, and 
Streams of Tears, ſhe confeſs'd her criminal Affection 
for him had won her Conſent to the Baron's Death, 
that ſhe might give herſelf wholly to him. Never 
was any Soul alarm'd, confus'd, enrag'd, like Beau- 
clair, when he heard this monſtrous Allegation; ſcarce 
cou'd he contain himſelf in the preſence of the Judge, 
(who happen'd to be the Brother of Montamonr,) from 
ſpeaking to that bad Woman, when he denied what he 
was Charg'd with, in Terms ſuch as her Impudence 
deſerv'd; but all that he cou'd ſay without being 
guilty of an Indecorum to Modeſty, or Irreverence to 
the Preſence he was in, he did. This Accuſation, 
however, had a very great Influence on the Jadge, 
who imagin'd preſently that this Amour was the Oc- 


cafion of his Siſter's breaking with him; and the In- 
dignity which he thought was offer'd to his Family, 
by preferring a Woman of the Baroneſs's Character to 
a Maid whoſe Reputation had ever been unblem:ſh'd. 
heighten'd his Diſpleaſure againſt the Priſoner to fo 
great a Degree, that he was juſt going to pronounce 
him deſerving the ſame Fate with Du Lache; when 


Vray- 
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yrayment, eaſily gueſſing what his Thoughts were, 
and diſtracted to find all he cou'd do to fave him 
was in vain; And is then my Evidence, my Lord, 
aid he, no more to be regarded? I, who was Wit- 
neſs to every Part of the whole Action, and know 
Beauclair as free from any Share in this Guilt, as 
Heaven is from Falſhood ; or Hell, or theſe his vile 

Accuſers, from Truth. — You ſpeak with Paſſion, 
oung Monſieur, reply'd the Judge, which, in a Caſe 
ike this, ſavours too much of Partiality, to be re- 

rded: — You are his Friend ;—— and Friendſhi 
may be byaſs d. I ſcorn the Thought, (interrupt 
fiercely the enrag'd Vrayment: ) I love Beauclair, tis 
true; bur tis becauſe his Virtues challenge my Eſteem : 
—— Did T but think he cou'd forego his Honour, and 
- become an Accomplice with theſe horrid Wretches, 
I wou'd be the firſt ſhou'd urge your Juſtice to con- 
demn him: But as I know him clear, — clear as 
my own Soul, — as yours, my Lord, or any here, 
from ſuch deteſted Crimes, I muſt, I will ftand up 
in his Vindication, tho' the whole World ſhould cen- 
ſure and hate me for it. While he was uttering theſe 
Words, the Judge look'd on him with an Eye which 
ſpoke Amazement; and not replying preſently, a 
Friend of the dead Baron's, one who had — the 
moſt zealous of any of them in his Revenge, took 
this Opportunity to endeavour to weaken what this 
young Champion had offer'd in Defence of Beauclair. 
I hope, my Lord, faid he, the Teſtimony of one, 
bold tho' he feems, ſo much unknown, and doubtleſs 
bought, will be of little Weight, when Circumſtances 
ſo vain make void his Evidence. Injurious Man, 
(reſum'd the little Hero,) know I was bred to hate 
a Lye: Nor ſhall I be unknown when he, b 
whoſe Sentence I, in my Friend, muſt ſtand or fall, 
ſhall ſee this Token. With theſe Words he piuck'd 
a Ring off his Finger, and preſented it to the judge; 
who after he had taker. it, look'd carefully on it, 
then on him that gave it; and riſing from his Seat, I 
am enough conyinc'd, faid he, and here EGO 


' 
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the Witneſs moſt ſubſtantial, and Beaxclair innocent. 
— Let the Court adjourn: To-morrow the other 
Priſoners muſt attend their Doom. It was to little 
effect that the Friends of the Deceas'd petition'd for 
a further hearing. The univerſal Joy which appear'd 
in the Faces of all the difintereſted Part of the Aſſem- 
bly, and the loud Clap which they gave when Beau- 
clair was acquitted, huſh'd the feeble Murmurs of the 
contrary Party. As the Fudge paſs'd by the Bar where 
Beauclair was ſtanding, he took him by the Hand, 
and ſpeaking to him in a low Voice, Dine with me 
to-day, faid he, and be ſure to bring your young Ad- 
vocate with you. The other had no Time to make 


any other Anſwer to this obliging Ind itation, than a 


low Bow; but the Surpriſe he was jn at this ſudden 
Change of his Affairs was ſuch, as it wou'd be very 
difficult to repreſent. He cou'd not, however, in this 
publick Place, have Leiſure for Reflection: He was 
immediately ſurrounded by a great. Number of his 
Friends and Acquaintance, who came to congratulate 
him on being clear'd. When the Preſs was alittle over, 
Vrayment came up to him, and with a Countenance 
much more grave than he had ever ſeen him wear, You 
are now fafe, Monſieur, {aid he; but beware how you 
hereafter enter into Engagements with Perſons of the 
Baroneſs's Humour. Beauclair, unwilling to hold any 
Diſcourſe on an Affair which he wou'd have been glad to 
bury in Oblivion, anſwer d theſe Words only with a Sigh, 
and a little Shaking of his Head: But after he had 
embrac'd and chank'd him for the Service he had 


dune him, owning is was to him (as indeed it was) 
. that he was indebted for his Life, he entreated him 
inform him, by what Means he came to know the 


udge, and what the Myſtery of the Ring was, which 


* 
Ms ſome Enchantment, had the Power in a Moment 


to unlock his Fetters, and reverſe his Doom. Of that, 


 reply'd Vrayment, you ſhall be told hereafter ; but you 


mult pardon me if I fay it is a Secret, which, at preſent | 
you muſt not be inform'd of. I will not preſs it ther, 
reſum d Beauclair; but perhaps, at the Fudge's Houſe, 

: co 
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to which he has engag'd me to bri to-day, 
you will be Good-natur'd enough to =; 3838 
Tis highly poſſible, indeed, anſwer'd the Chevalier, 
that there the Riddle may be ſolv'd. They paſs d 
from this to ſeveral other Subjects of Converſation 
relating to the Tryal, till the Hour drawing near, 
in which they were to wait on the Judge, Yray- 
went — Pimſelf from going with him, ſaying 
he had ſome Buſineſs another Way which he was 
obliged to diſpatch; but when that was ended, he 
might expect to ſee him. The other entreating him 
not to fail, took his Leave for a much longer Time 
than he imagin'd. 

The judge, who waited with Impatience for 
their coming, receiv'd Beauclair with all imaginable 
Civility and Kindneſs ; till finding he was alone, he a 
litrle alter'd his Countenance, and with a Voice 
which expreſs'd his Diſcontent, What, Mozftenr, 
ſaid he, would ſhe not come? — or did you fear to 
traſt her in a Brother's Houſe? What Means, my 
Lord, cried the other, (more ſurpris d, if poſſible, 
at theſe Words, than at all his late Adventures.) You 
counterfeit a Conſternation well, reſum'd the former, 
tho' I know not for what Cauſe; My Meaning 
needs, I think, no Explanarion : — You were not, 
as I take ir, the only invited Gueſt, Moſt true, 
my Lord, anſwer d Beauclair; and could my Per- 
ſualions have prevaild on the Chevalier Vrayment, 
to put off ro another Daya Buſineſs he had appointed 
on this, I had not fingly waited on you. The 
Judge thinking himſelf trifled with, began to loſe 
great Part of his Patience: Youdo ill, Monſieur, ſaid he, 
to reward the kind Intentions J had for you, in this 
Manner :— Why do you pretend to keep me in Igno- 
rance of what by this Time you muſt be ſenſible 
I know full well? _— Why, when I demand to ſee 
my Siſter, do you make an Excuſe for the Abſence 
of the Chevalier Yrayment ? Ha! (interrupted the tranſ- 
ported Lover, half wild *rwixt Extaſy and Wonder,) 

what ſaid your Lordſhip? — Your Siſter O bleſs 

| - ==; Pe 
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my exulting Soul, and tell me all! — Is it poſſible, 
-(rejoin'd her Brother) that you ſhould need be told 
by any but herſelf, that Montamour and Vrayment 
are theſame? O Heavens! cried Beauclair, now quite 
o'ercome with Rapture: O all ye gracious Powers, 
is it poſſible! All that he could ſay was ſcarce ſuffi- 
Elent to make the Judge believe his Siſter could be 
in Paris, and ſo intimate with her Lover, and re- 
main unknown to him, till he recounted to him his 
Progreſs to the Monaſtery, the Severity of her U ſage 
to him there, and the Improbability there was, that 
ſhe ſhould have alter'd her Reſolution, Neither of 
them knew what to think: — That it was ſhe, was 
evident, tho” her Hair and Complection were alter'd, 
which might eaſily be perform'd by Art. The Fea- 
tures of her Face, her Voice, were 2 known 
to her Brother; and more than all, the Ring ſhe gave 
him, which was one he had put on her Finger at 
parting, left no room to doubt it was any other 
than herſelf; but how fo wonderful a Change had 
happen'd, or for what Reaſon ſhe had left the Mo- 
naſtery ſo diſguis'd, and come in Search of the Man 
mne had ſo induftriouſly ſtrove to avoid, was 
what puzzled the Capacities of them both. After 
ſome little Time of Expectation, Beauclair began to 
fear that ir was in vain to hope ſhe would make 
good her Promiſe of meeting him there, and ran 
ome, believing he might probably find her: But 
how great was his Diſappointment, when he was 
told 9 Chevalier had diſcharged * and 
had not 1 any Intimation where he defign'd 
to go! Full of a thouſand perplex'd Reflections for 
this ſecond Ruin of his Hopes, he return'd to her 
Brother with the melancholy Account, and found 
him reading a Letter he had juſt receiv'd from her. 
As foon as the Brother of Montamour ſaw him 
enter, You need not, Monſieur, ſaid he, give yourſelf 
the Trouble of repeating our common Misfortune ; 
the Perſon we both, tho prompred by different 
Emotions, are ſo impatient to embrace, 3 


* 
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ſhall not, at leaſt for a while, enjoy the Happineſs 
we aim at. See here, (continued he, giving him the 
Letter,) the Intelligence I have juſt now received. 
Beauclair had no ſooner caſt his Eye upon it, than 
he knew the Character to be Montamour s, and, 
with a Mixture of Hope and Fear, as tho* about to 
unravel the Myſtery of his future Fate, read o'er 
theſe Lines: | 


Am ſenſivle it is now too late, to entreat my deareſt 
Brother to keep from Monſieur Beauclair the Know- 
ledge who the Perſon was that endeavour'd to do 
him Service at his Tryal: But that I did not ſatisfy 


yours and my own Deſire, in ſeeing you at your Houſe, 


was, becauſe I could not bear to appear in my own 
Shape before a Man who has affronted me in the Man- 


ner you are now no Stranger to. However, my late 


Behaviour may inform you I am not deſirous of Re- 
venge: — His Repentance ſince has, perhaps, been Pu- 
niſhment ſufficient, and I would not have you leſs wil- 
ling to forgive. I have alſo a Pardon t beg for 
making uſe of your Name to countenance my 


myſelf, 
_ from the Monaſtery, and conceal the Pity I 


had for an unworthy Lover in the Pretence of Tenders 


meſs for the beſt of Brothers. — Yes, I confeſs, that di 


turb'd at rr Teſtimonies I had of his 2. put I told the 
Abbeſs that I could not profeſs till I had once more bid 
adieu to you, aud by that Means gain d her Conſent 
to come to Paris. Fudge not too unki 7 this De- 
ceit, but believe you are, and ever ſhall be, moſs 
dear to the Soul of : I 


Your Affectionate Siſter, and 
Obliged Humble Servant, 
8 | MonTAMOUR: 
Beauclair. had ſcarce finiſh'd the reading this, when 
his Servant brought him another, which he told 
him was given him by the Chevalier Yrayment, with 
. 
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a ſtrict Charge to deliver it to his Hands. The 
hearing that Name, and the Sight of this ſecond 
Mandate encreas d the Tumults of his Soul to ſuch a 
Height, that the Diforder he was in, was what no- 
thing but itſelf can repreſent; To comprehend in 
eny Meaſure what it was he felt, tis neceſſary to 
be poſſeſs d of all thoſe burning Paſſions, ——- thoſe 
diſtracting Whirls of torturing Thought, which ſcarce 
afforded Patience till he could unfold the dear, and 


at once welcome and unwelcome Paper, which com- 
tain'd theſe Words; | 


To Monſieur BxaucLanr. 


HINK not, becauſe I have given you Proofs 

of of an unextinguiſh'd -Tenderpeſs, that I think 
your Penitence a ſufficient Expiation for your 
Crimes, nor that my Pity for youth Sufferings can in- 
fluence me ſo far as to make me forget what I owe 
to my 0wn Honour. — No, Beaucigir ! there is a Fuſlice 
ro be done one's ſelf, which if 1\fhowd diſpenſe with, 
you might perhaps, and indeed with much more Reaſon 
than hitherto you have bad, be perſuaded to believe, 
I might hereafter fail in it towards you —What though 
you ſwear your Heart was ever mine, — what though 
your late Repentance and Deſpair induces me to think 
that Proteſtation real, the World, the judging World, 
will never be of my Opinion. — My eaſy Nature, and 
fond Belief, wou d be the Feſt of every Table. —— 
All I can do for you, therefore, and I know not if by 
the Grave and Wiſe that wou'd not be thought 100 
much, is to wiſh it were as much in my power to re- 
ward that Tenderneſs you now have for me, as it is 
to pardon thoſe paſt Actions which have made us both 
appy. I cannot, without deviating from that Since- 
rity which ha: ever been the Didtator of all my Words, - 
deny that my Love for you has ever been unſhaken ; — 
that it was not even in your own power to leſſen one 


Grain of that exhanſileſs Store of Paſſion you inſpir'd 
| one 
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me with; — that it ſtill blazes with a Flame ſo pure, 
ſo true, ſo laſting, as not Time, nor Abſence, nor Un- 
kindneſs can tut a Damp to; — that my whole Soul 
is full of you; and that in putting in Execution 
that cruel, but neceſſary Reſolution of fring =m your 
Sight for ever, I ſuffer Pangs more terrible than Death 
itſelf cou d be: But entertain no Hope from this Con- 
feſſion, nor attempt to alter a Determination which is 
ix d as Fate. — Write not to me, unleſs you can re- 
ſtrain your Sentiments to ſuch Bounds as may be fitly 
read by one of thad Order I am going to profeſs my- 
ſelf : =—— But above all Things, I conjure you, not to 
make uſe of any Stratagems for the future to diſtract 
me with the Sight of your Deſpair. — The Thought of 
it is more than I can bear! Heaven! Heaven only ! 
can enable me to ſupport the coming killing Certainty, 
which takes from me ad Poſſibility of ever being 


2 


* Yours, 


 MoNTAMOUR. 


Who that has been preſent when Death's Icy Hand 
has on the ſudden ſeiz'd on the Faculties of ſome 
one in Company, may figure to themſelves what 
Beauclair was at reading this! Juſt ſo the Blood 
flew frem his Lips and Cheeks, his Eyes grew dim, 
the Life and Vigour of his Air chang'd to cold 
Trembling, all his Limbs enervate, and dowa at 
once heſunk into the Chair he was fitting on. The 
Brother of Montamour gueſſing the Cauſe: of bis Di- 
order, took the Letter from his ſhaking Hand, and 
inform'd himſelf at full of what he before ſuſpected. 
Come Monſieur, ſaid he, recall your Courage; I ſee 
nothing in this Letter that can give you Cauſe of 
Chagrin, but rather the contrary : — My Siſter makes 
a Declaration here of Tenderneſs, much greater than 
I cou'd have imagin'd from her Reſerve; — and 
fince ſhe loves, take my Word tor it, neicher of you 
ſhall deſpair, The dejected Lover cou'd not —_ 
himle 
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himſelf enough to make any other Anſwer to theſe 
obliging Expreſſions than a Sigh: But the other, 
continuing to aſſure him, in the Manner he had be- 
gun, that he wou'd nor reſt till he had procur'd his 
Happineſs, made a viſible Alteration in his Counte- 
nance, and by little and little, he became again the 
een 

Nor was udge of what ro- 
mis d; but, — was impoſſible to — woah 
the Deſign he had form'd till the Affair of the Pri- 
ſoners was diſpatch'd, he commanded their Appea- 
rance the very next Day. The Crime of Du Lache, 
as being the immediate Murderer of the unhappy 
Baron, was too evident for any Thing to be offer d 
in Oppoſition to his Sentence, which was to be 
broke upon the Wheel; Toncarr and Le Songe, havin 
been prov'd by the Witneſs of the Gentleman a 
the Servants who reſcued the Baron, to have aſſaſſi- 
nated and deſign'd his Death, receiv'd the fame . 
Doom: But the Baroneſs, though the known Con- 
triver and Abettor of the horrid Decd, was remanded 
back to Priſon, till he had more Leiſure to con- 
ſult in what Manner he ſnould decree her Puniſh- 
ment. F | 
This being over, he immediately ſet forward with 
Monſieur Beauclair to the Monaſtery where Monta- 
mour had reſolv'd to paſs the Remainder of her Life. 
They arriv'd there the very Day before that in which 
ſhe was deſigu'd to take the Order: Her Brother 
found an eaſy Admittance to her; but not all the 


Arguments he cou'd alledge were of force to engage 


her Conſent to ſee Beaxclair, till he, who had 
waited in an outer Room expecting to be call'd in, 
as the Judge had made him- hope, growing impa- 
tient at this long Delay, and reſolving to hear once 
more from Montamour's own Mouth his Doom, ran 
haſtily in to them, and throwing himſelf at her 
Feet, pleaded his own Cauſe with ſuch Succeſs, that 
thoogh ſhe did not abſolutely promiſe to grant all he 


ask'd, yet there appear'd a fort of conſenting in her 
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Eyes; which her Brother obſerving, back'd the In- 
terceſſions of the other with Arguments ſo ſtrenuous, 
that ſhe was wholly at a loſs for Words to form 
Denials, if the Relentings of her ſwelling Heart 
wou'd have dictated them, to what her Lover and 
her Brother urg d. The Abbeſs, whoſe Company on 
this extraordinary Occaſion was deſir'd, join'd her 
Perſuaſions; and had Montamour been leſs prompted 
from within, it had been hardly poſſible to have 
held our againſt ſuch united Forces. In fine, ſhe was 
at laſt prevail'd on to give her Hand to him, from 
whom nothing cou'd eſtrange her Heart. They were 
marry'd that Evening; and it wou'd be needleſs to 
endeavour, as well as impoſſible to ſet forth, as it 
deſery'd, the Raptures of the over-joy'd Beauclair at ſo 
unhop'd-for a Condeſcenſion. It was not many Days 
between their going and coming back to Paris; yet 
at their Return, they met the Tidings of an AQ of 
Horror which they little expected: The wicked Ba- 
roneſs, impatient of her Fate, deſperate, and, as ſome 
fay, ſtruck with Remorſe, and terrified in Conſcience, 
hopeleſs of Mercy here or hereafter, had ſwallow'd 
Poiſon, and ended her ſhameful Life by as ignomi- 
nious a Death: The three Wretches, who had been 
the Inſtruments of her vile Actions, ſuffer d the Sen- 
tence which had been given by the judge, and with 
their laſt Breaths allowed the Juſtice of it, and con- 
feſsd their Crimes. Thus was not only the Baron's 
Death reveng'd at full, but alſo the Difhuier which 
the Contrivers of it had brought on the innocent 
Montamour and her belov'd Beauclair. The Manner 
of their living together ſince their Marriage js ſuch, 
as might be expected from that unalterable Affection 
which each felt for the other before, and full of that 
ſincere Tenderneſs which might furniſh many more 
Examples, were Love and Virtue the chief Induce- 
ments to Hymen. 
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An Irregular ODE. 

Tv Mr. WALTER BOW MAN, Profeſſor 
the MAaTHEMATICKS. . D—_— by bis © 
jectiug aga I % my At Name of HILL AR1Us 
zo Aaron 


Own the Name, which to my Muſe 
owes Birth, 
Is far beneath the mighty Wearer's 
_ Worth: 
aut fy, what Means can * Wit 
invent 
Gam ro deſcribe which' in Idea pain? 
Can Reading ſhew a Word of ſuch Extent, 
Þ graſp a Glory Thought can ſcarce contain? 
| M 2 To 
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To me impoſlible it ſeems ; 
But thou, alas! art far remov'd from me by vaſt Ex- Fe 
treams. | - 
Unskill' in Science, in rude Ign'rance bred: A 
Unhappy that I am, | | 
(For mine is not the Blame; 
Learning's fweet. Paths I ne'cr was taught to tread: V 
But if ſuch Force in well-plac'd Letters dwells, 
Which can all Heaven epitomize, 
Contract Immenſity to narrow Space, 
Wide different Beauties in one Round comprize, 
And blend their Luſtre in a mix'd Embrace, 
Thine is the Art, great Bard! and thine the pow'rful 
Spells! 
Thou ! who canſt travel Nature's Seckeis's o'er, 
And all Philoſophy's dark Depths explore! 
| Thou. ! who to Worlds unknown' canſt point the 
| Way, | 
And to benighted Reaſon lend a Ray, 
To guide the Wand'rer led roo long aſtray ! 
Do thou exert thy oft-try'd Skill, 
And what might thouſand Volumes fill, 
(Yet Language ſeem unable ro diſcharge,) 
In one all-meaning Fiat ſpeak at large! 
By thy inſpective Power a b 
Deſcry ſome lucky Hour, Wd | 
When the ſloth-· ſbedding Sway of Saturn l. 
To Mercury's inſpiring Reign, 
When vigorous Planets rule the Azure Fields, 
And warmly actuate Man's inventive Brain: 


Study 


— 
- 


\ 


Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 3 2 69 


Stady can know no nobler Aim, | 
Than to find out ſome comprehenſive Name; J 
For him, whom to admire, is the beſt Plea for Fame. 
A Name it muſt ve which implies 
At once the Wonders of his Soul and Eyes: 
Cherubial Sweerneſs ! Godlike Majeſty !. 
Numberleſs Myriads of Divinities, 
Which, ſparkling in his Looks! his Words ! his Works! 
we ſee: 5 
Har monious let it be in Sound, ; 
Yet with Solemnity abound ; 
With Heaven turn'd Notes adorn the nervous Senſe, 
Soft as his Voice ! but lofty as his Mien! 
Each thrilling Syllable pleas'd Awe impart, 
Which thro' the Ear may ſtrike the Heart 
With rapr'rous Tremblings, touch the Strings of Life: 
Make Extaſy within itſelf at Strife 
Twixt Tenderneſs and Reverence: 
To the Mind's Eye make every Glory fern, 
And the wrap'd Soul feel all his Force, tho Worlds 
ſhould ruſh between : 
But if thou ſeekeſt what Learning cannot ſhow 3 
For all in vain, I fear, is human Art 


To the great Source of perfe& Knowledge go : 

Shake off Mortality, and on a Beam 

Of tow'ring Thought, ſwift thro' the Æther dart! 

Where blazing Galaxies of Light 

Strike the aw'd Eye, and dazzle vulgar Sight: 

Nor, till thou reach the Throne of the Supreme, 

Let meaner Views retard the adyent'cous Flight. 
M3 There, 


! 
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There, Moses, Davin, Giprox, and the reſt 

Of the immortal Bleſt, 

Who by his deathleſs Lays more glorious ſhine, 
Will hail thy glad Approach in ſhouting Throngs, 
And bid thee welcome to the Realms divine; 
Both Saints and Angels forward thy Requeſt: 

(Angels are his Admirers too, 

And copy Hallelujahs from his Songs,) 

Nor ſhall thy Wiſhes vainly ſue, 
Tl'Almighty's ſelf will ſmile with pleas'd Regard, 
And give thy darling Genius this Reward: 

Of all who Tribute paid, 

Of thee it ſhall be aid 
Heaven's darling Care ſtands all to thee confeſt, 
Thou know'ſt him moſt, and can'ft deſcribe him 

beſt: | 
But till that Day my boaſtful Pride ſhall live; 
A Pride fo vaſt, as Empire could not give! 
Far as Creation reaches, ſhall the Name 
Eliza choſe, tune the whole Voice of Fame: 
The wafting Air ſhall bear the Accents round, 
And all the wide Expanſe echo the rapt'rous Sound: 
Thro' every Orb HILLARIUs ſhall be heard, 
And Altars to his ſhining Virtues rear'd. 
HiLLAR1us there, as here, be underſtood 
By all the Wiſe, the Brave, the Great, and Good. 


C LI. 
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Climenès Complaint 
; : >= 


MIRTILL o. 


s mjur'd Sappho, when by Phaon left 

Of Joy, of Comfort, and of Peace bereſt, 
In tuncful Notes her unn 
CDS wail'd, 

Yer — on the perjur d Swain preyail'd; 

M 4 80 


272 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 


So I, tho' in a leſs harmonious Strain, 

With like Succeſs of greater Wrongs complain. 
A far more lovely Phaon J have loſt, | 
And more than Sappho is Climene croſsd: 

Her ſoft'ning Muſe could give her Mind Relief; 
But mine ſerves only to encreaſe my Grief: 

My Thoughts confus'd, to wild Diſtraction bend, 
And different Paſſions in my Breaſt contend. 
The Violence of both too well I prove, 

Reſtrain d by Honour, and puſh'd on by Love: 

© Pride bids me your Indifference diſdain, 
But Love prevails to call you back again; 

Since to ſubmit, 'tis then ſo hard a Task, 

Ah! let me not, Mirtillo, vainly ask: 

Return, return, my faithleſs Dear, return! 
No longer let the poor Climene mourn! 
Climene ! who for thee the World deſpis'd; 
Climene ! once by thee ſo juſtly priz'd! | 
How often on ſome fragrant Bank we've fat, 
By ſhady Trees defended from the Heat ? 

No Ornament th' adjacent Meads could wear ; 

| You ftripp'd their Beauties to adorn my Hair: 

i Nor was your Kindneſs ill by me repaid, 

I wove 'em into Chaplets for your Head; 

Tir'd with this innocent Felicity, 


LEP RG ep I , 5 Y @ % 3 Go 


| Buſineſs you feign; but did you love like me, 
| I ſhould your molt important Buſineſs be! | 
|| Chang d is your Mind fince Paris Choice you prais d,. 
| | Who, by the Hope of Love and Beauty raisd, 
| | 
| 
| 
N 
| 


Adjudg'd 


Adjudg'd the long · conteſted golden Prize, 
Alone was due to Venus conquering Eyes. 
Juno would now the envy'd Preference claim, 
And Love be thought an empty airy Name. 


For Greatneſs you forfake-the ſhady Grove, ö 


And to the loud tumultuous Town remove; 
Unjuſt, unkind Mirtillo! — But, no more: 
Complaints are fruitleſs, vainly I implore; 
More deaf than Seas or Winds to my Requeſt, 
And more impregnable than Rocks thy Breaſt. 
When Theſeus Ariadne had betray'd, 

She was in Heaven a Conſtellation made : x 
Snatch'd by th' indulgent God from Earth to Skies, 
Her perjur'd Lover's Scorn ſhe now defies. - 
Ah! why will not ſome pitying Power beſtow 
Com paſſion on: the loſt Climene*'s Woe: 
Not to be great your Favour 1 implore; 
Annihilate my Soul, I ask no more. 


Ms Tranſlated 
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NE Ne 


Tranſlated from the FREN cn. 


= OULD my faint Verſe but copy what 
2 | I feel ; | 
Bj But half the Pangs of my rack'd Soul 
— reveal; 
Thy generous Heart would pity my Diltre6, 
And caſe that Anguiſh which I can't expreſs. 
For, Oh! tis only in thy pow'r t'appeaſe 
My warring Thoughts, and bid my Tumults ceaſe. 


Bur firſt reflect (thou God of my Deſires) 
What ſort of Paſſion, Worth like thine inſpires ; 
Think what a vaſt Profuſion of Delight 
My wondrous Love, thy wondrous Charms excite! 
By thy own Merits, thou my Zeal may'ſt prove, 
And by th'almighty Cauſes judge my Love: 
Both are ſo vaſt, ſo far ſurpaſſing all, 
That perfect, great, or excellent we call, f 
Each ſtands alone a bright Original! 


> Yer ſtill thus bleſt with more than mortal Joys, 
prophetick Fears my Happineſs deſtroys! 


Strange 
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Strange Shiverings run thro! every vital Part, 

And a dead Damp o erſpreads my trembling Heart! 
Alarm'd Deſire, even ia your Arms is chill'd, 

As early Bloſſoms by rough Blaſts are kill'd! 

Cold Apprehenſion midſt of Rapture ſteals, 

And Heaven and Hell at once my Boſom feels? 


When Love no more ſhall in your Thoughts haye 
room ; | 

When tir'd, Deſire ſhall ro Remorſe give way, | 

And cool Reflection to your View diſplay C 

All my Demerits, and my Faults betray : 

When I abandon'd and deſpisd muſt fly 2 


Nor are theſe Omens vain ; a Day will come | 


To ſome dark Shade, and there forgotten lie, 
Till Fate in Pity gives me leave to die. 

Nor dare to upbraid your too, too juſt Diſdain; 
But only on penurious Heaven complain! 

In humble Grief, my Want of Charms deplore; 
Zut lift my Eyes to Hope and you uo more! 


Ir therefore, ought be true that you pretend, 

If with the Lover you avow the Friend; 
Forbear to urge my Wiſhes to their Height, | 
Leſt ſudden Woe o'ertake the daring Flight, c 
And down, at once, I ſink in endleſs Night. 
No farther let me tread the glittering Maze, 
But at becoming Diſtance humbly gaze; 
Adore the Glories of your God-like Soul, 
And all the Softneſs of my own controul, 

| Chear'd 
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Chear'd with your Sight, wiſh no ſuperior Bliſs, 
And all the Train of fond Defires diſmiſs: | 
But, Oh! roo far my heedleſs Love has firay'd, 

Too much the Dictates of Deſire obey'd; 

And I, perhaps, by Reaſon's Jury caſt, 

In vain ask Mercy when my Doom is paſt. 


7; ranſlaled 
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KF > Since dunn d by him I I'caly wiſh'd to * 
| JI fly the chearleſs Sight of human Kind, 
at S Seek Solitude befitting my fad Mind: 

Where unalarm'd, and free 

From Inſults and from Flatter y, 

Senſe in a Lethargy of Thought, 

Might be diſſolv d, TimoLEoON forgot, 
And future Time glide on, unfelr, in bleſt Stupidity, 


Bur, when to unfrequented Wilds I run, 
Or hide me in ſome Day-defying Gloom, 
Where the bright Lamp of Heav'n ne'er ſhone, 
| And Night ſeems ever but begun! 

Cruel Remembrance perſecutes me ſtill, 

And diſappoints my Will; 
Shews what I was, with what I'm now become, 
And racks my Brain with curs'd Comp riſon. 


Wuar ſhall Ido ? Alas! I ſtrive in vain; 


Long - loſt Repoſe I never muſt regain: 
| Where- 
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Where'er I go, TiMOLEON is there 
Even Darkneſs cannot hide him from my Sight, - 
His fatal Beams dart thre? the Veil of Night, 
To my Soul's Eye his Glories all appear, 
And wake Reflection wich too glaring Light! 
The fleeping Paſſions at the quick ning Blaze 
Start to new Life, and hoſtile Vigour gain. 
All Foes alike to Reaſon's Sway, 
Each his whole Force duplays 
To torture or betray, 
With Shews b or wich real Pain. 


1 gar triag Paraſite, is always near, 
Oppos'd to him ſtands. Tyrant Fear, 
Both have enough to ſay, and both by Turns engroſs 


Long they ſtruggle, but in vain, 
Deſpotick Rule to gain: 


Their Strength is equal, my divided Soul 

Yields now to this, and then to that Controul; 
And whilſt of neither diſpoſſeſt, 

Both with convulſive Fury rend my bleeding Breaſt. 


(my Ear. 


Theupht warring againſt 1 like meeting 
(Tides, 


Daſh o'er each other with 3 n 
O'erwhelming all within their rapid Courſe, 
All cage at once, all conquer, and yet none ſubſides 


Me 
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My Mind a Chaos of Confuſion ſeems, 
Doubt-kill'd ExpeQtance, ſoon as born, expires, 
Ten thouſand Horrors the ſhort Joy ſucceed, 
And each new Thought docs a new Fury breed; 
| Wild and abortive Schemes! 
Deſpair · check d Wiſhes, and untum'd Defires, 
Numberleſs, nameleſs, Contradictions rife, 
Driving, in Storms, my ſcatter'd Senſe about; 
Determination her ſought Aid denies, 
And Madneſs reigns throughout! 


So, when o'er Buildings fir'd, a Whirlwind rides, 

And eery way th excentrick Flame divides, | 

Some, ſnatch'd aloft, in blazing Volumes fly, 

And paint with dreadful Radience all the Sky ; 

While others downward hurl'd,' 

At firſt devour the humble Duſt, and crawyl along the 
(Ground; 

Till at their Lot enrag'd, they gather round, 

Aud ſpread vaſt Ruin thro? the affirighted World. 


— —„ — — ——— — 
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7 I this Morn, neglecting coming Day, 

8 lu the dull God's Embrace ſupinely lay; 
My nobler Part. ſcorning to be confin'd, 

SEES! Did upwards foar, and left my Earth 

| * Fhekladts 1: + 

Thro' the Ætherial Regions ſoifty 4 

Paſt interpoſing Clouds which barr'd my View. 

Methought, with ſtedfaſt and undazzled Eyes 

I took in all the Glory of the Skies; 

Beheld the rolling Orbs in order move, 


And in their Symmetry prov'd the Art of Jove. 


Bur long I could not in that Proſpect ſtay, 
My hurry'ng Fancy made me farther ſtray, 
To thoſe bright Plains where, in ſuperior State, 
The high-thron'd Sons of Wir illuſtrious fat: 
Each had their Works in ſhining Cafes plac'd, 
With Stars adorn'd, more by their Titles grac'd. 


Thele 


- 
* „ s 


Theſe ſeem'd the genuine Product of their Art; 
Which to th Unlearm d no Profit could impart : 
But what amaz d me moſt, vaſt Heaps I ſpyd 
Of Books, (the fame Inſcriptions beautify'd,) 

With Pages torn, and Leaves diſorder'd, lie 

Like uſeleſs Lumber, thrown negleQed by. 

With eager haſte the neareſt Lines I ſnatch'd, 

But e er my purpoſe fully was diſpatch'd, 

The awfull't Form which grac'd the Laureat Sect, 
Did in theſe Words my erring Search dire: 


Is vain thou here would'ſt Ovid's Softneſs find, 


Or trace the Majeſty of Homer's Mind: | 
Our forceful Fire, in faint Tranſlation loſt, 
Can little of its native Vigour boaſt: 

Wouldſt thou behold us as at firſt we were, 
Back to the nether World again repair ; 

There thou thy wonder-ſearching Soul may'ſt al 
With due contemplating Hillarius Skill; 

In him our diffrent Beauties center'd, ſhine 
With congregated Pow'r, and Blaze divine: 
Our Muſes now attend on him alone, 

Join'd with a brighter, greater of his own. 
Had former Times been, like the preſent, bleſt, 
Low Adorations had their Joy confeſt ; 

Each Path to Delphos had been left untrod, 

His ſtar-like Fame had pointed out the God! 
And happy Britain, proud of ſuch a Birth, 
Recciv'd the loaded Tribute of the Earth. 
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Go then, his matchleſs Works with Care read o er, 
Juſt Admiration will enflame thee more, | 
Than vain Deſires of Knowledge could before! 

If any Spark of true poetick Fire, 

Does thy dull Breaſt with generous Warmth inſpire, 
That Theme will call it forth, and teach thee, how 
More able Pens their Gratitude ſhould ſhow 

For abdicated Wit, ſo long deplor d, 

Now, by his Genius, to the World reſtor d! 


Tuus ſpoke the Bard, and all * Bays-wreath d Tribe 
In Shouts of Joy, did pleas d Aſſent aſcribe! 
Then ſwift, as ſhooting Stars, the Phantoms fled, 
And I, that Moment, found my al in Bed, 


Bur, Oh! when Soul and Body were rejoin'd, 
Whaß various Tranſports fir d my anxious Mind? 
Not mov'd with Wonder at ſo ſtrange a Dream, 
(My waking Thoughts can find no other Theme,) 
But ſtruck with conſcious Guilt, with Shame op- 

preſs d, 

I cursd my backward Muſe, which charm'd and 

bleſs d, 

With hell Favours had no Thanks expreſs d. 
In vain Lrag d, vainly did Efforts make, 

My grateful Meaning, or his Worth to ſpeak! 
Amazing Excellence! what Words can paint? 
To deſcribe Lightning, Colours are too faint : 
The vaſt Idea overſwell'd my Thought, 

And all my Senſes to Confuſion brought. 
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As thoſe whoſe Opticks ne'er were bleſs'd with 
Se. me 

But from their Birth e to eme Night 
By Miracle, at laſt, their Eyes unſeald, 
And the bright Glories of the Sun reveal'd; 
With ſadden Tranſport ſtart, with Rapture gaze, 
Their new- born Senſe, half loſt in wild Amaze! 
So I, who but ſome Glimmerings had ſeen, 
Some little Sketches of Wit's glorious Scene, 
With inſtant Ruſh, all Heaven at once diſclos d, 
Such beamy Brightneſs, gainſt weak Senſe oppos d: 
Shot Rays too fierce, too poynant to ſuſtain, | 
And, ev'n to Madneſs work'd my aking Brain! 
Aw'd! charm'd! and 'dazzled ! cool Reflections — 
My ſtaggering Reaſon into Flights I run? 
With incoherent Extaſies am fit'd, 
Such as, of old, the Bacchanal: inſpir'd! 
What can the Medium in my Soul reſtore? 
Whar give the Calmneſs I enjoy'd before ? 
Vain Hope, Nature muſt change in him or me! 
I om leſs ſenſible, or leſs glorious He! £ 


er paſt Tranquillity again can be! 


To 
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HILLARIUS, 


His {ending 2 VERSE 85 
ſign d M. S. 


NN vain a borrow'd Name, ſhrouds Light 
SID divine! 

Nothing from me can be coneeal'd that's 
EE thine! 

What tho' each Character wore deep 
Diſguiſe, - | 
Such as might cheat the moſt diſcerning Eyes; 

My Soul acknowledg'd the magnetick Call, 
And cry'd, in Tranſport, Tis Hillarius all! 


x Br what, thou great Inſpirer, cou'd atone, 
4 If Senſe deceiv'd, I had ſome Outrage done? 
If facrilegiouſly with Scorn poſleſs'd, | 
I'd torn the Paper which thy Hands have bleſs'd? 
For who, approv'd by thee, can ſtoop to take 


The little Praiſes that the Vulgar make? 
| TG 


Her asking me Nen 1 lik'd a ane . 
Poem of Mr. HI IL L S. 


— HY, Cruel! loy'ſt thou to torment thy 
Friend! 


[Ar Say, to what Aim, does this ſtrange 
AY” Queſtion tend? 


How much I like! admir'd ! ador'd 
thou ſaw'ſt, 


When in Amazement every Senſe was ; loſt! 


ly meanly pleas'd we may expres Delight, 
For moderate Themes, will moderate Joys excite: 
But, Oh! when fir'd With Extaſy too great, 
Tranſport-ſhook Reaſon quits its tott' ring Seat; 
The fault'ring Tongue the Uſe of Speech denies, 
And Thought itſelf in Height of Rapture dies! 5 


ey 2 Way Po 

Tux great Se iat Faul, peculiarly grac'd, 

Woo all the ſhining Tracts of Glory trac d; 

£ At his Return cou'd no Deſcription raiſe ; | 

oh Heaven and-H1LLantys are above all Praiſe! 

All other Wanders loſe their Name when known, 

But be, the more explor'd, is brighter ſhown! 

At every View, new Rays of Excellence _ 

Dart from his Store, and ſtrike our farting Senſe! 

READ thou with Care, ** Soul- extracting Line, 

Wün what a Force the vary d Glories ſhine ! | 

Mark how his Thunders rar. his Lightnings flaſh! 
See! the cacountring ie es. how they _ 


Whoſe God-like Aim their Inflgence ten, 
| - Virtue tdre-inſiate,” and ſtrike Oppreſſion dead! 
Then think, alas! thou wilt not have the Pow'r, but lie 
Like me, loſt and ocr-whelayd in Scas of 1 | 


